


A queen's slave

by Meje2



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Adventure, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Astrid, Hiccup, Toothless
Pairings: Hiccup/Astrid
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2015-03-06 22:10:23
Updated: 2016-03-21 21:06:26
Packaged: 2016-04-27 07:45:27
Rating: M
Chapters: 10
Words: 71,705
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Astrid finds out the one leading the dragon raids is in fact Hiccup who disappeared four years ago. The problem is; he thinks he's a dragon and serves a dragon queen together with the night fury he is riding. Rated M for later lemon scenes





	1. Prologue: the good for nothing

The story will contain spoilers of the second movie. Also I am sorry for possible grammar and spelling mistakes, English isn't my mother language also I have dyslexia. I read the story several times myself, to get rid of mistakes, but I am sure I missed a few. If you want to be a beta reader, please let me know. Or if you find a mistake you can also let me know, so I can fix it.

Later on it might contain lemon scenes (at least I am planning on them) so hereby you're warned.

Enjoy reading!

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue; the good for nothing's goodbye<strong>

I had always known I was the biggest disappointment to my father. Okay, maybe not always, but I had known since I got ten years old. When it became apparent I was unable to lift a hammer on an axe. When, whenever I would even try to his something with a knife, I would be completely off target. When there was this big lack of muscle even when I helped out in the forge so much.

I was sure about being his biggest disappointment, even when he hadn't said those words exactly, he would however tell me otherwise. There was his sighing whenever he looked at me. His shouting whenever I did something that wasn't to his liking. His way of picking me up like I was still seven, look at me annoyed and asking why I was outside whenever there was a raid.

Whenever I tried to say something, he would just ignore my words, talk through them. So it was no surprise really that we started to talk less and less over the years and the only reason I felt like his son was because we lived under the same roof.

I was Hiccup the useless. The good for nothing. No, I was good for being the laughing stock whenever I messed up again. Everyone on Berk knew this and made sure I knew as well. I was the bringer of disaster, bad luck. I often found people whispering that they should have gotten rid of me years ago. The reason that hadn't happened was my heritage. I was the son of the chief and heir to one day become the next chief. And, while I was a disaster, no-one was crazy enough to actually ship me off to island.

It annoyed me how people were treating me, but there wasn't anything I could do about it. Trying to change myself, trying to fit in and be like the rest had utterly failed. In fact it often seemed to me my father didn't want me to try, because I would break… things in the process.

Although, he did put me in dragon training. One would think that was the stupidest idea, since that would increase me breaking… things. In the beginning of said training I was downright terrible. I was almost shot by a gronckle, hadn't Gobber saved me just in time. Then I got to meet Toothless and I learned amazing things about dragons. Things we never knew. They weren't fearsome at all. They intelligent, playful and very loyal creatures.

With every new discovery I made, I started to feel less useless. I came to understand I didn't need a hammer or a sword to knock these creatures down. All I needed was my hands or sometimes an everyday item. And it was that I used during dragon training. An eel, light reflected from a shield, hands and even something as simple as grass.

That last one I tested on some wild terrible terrors if it really had the same effect as it had on Toothless. It knocked them down in seconds. So I had taken it to the next dragon training, the first one my dad would see. Little did I know at that moment that it was going to end up in another disaster.

I'm still not entirely sure how it all happened. It started out just fine. It was me against Astrid. She had given me an annoyed look, threatened me with her axe not to do something stupid and she was going to win this match. All I had on my mind was trying to show people what dragons were really like. Shortly after the gronckle from the first lesson had entered the arena, I had pulled out the grass, not even bothering with the small knife I was carrying as well. The shield I also left on the ground as I had approached the dragon. What I hadn't calculated was Astrid determination to win this. She had charged at it, yelling on top of her lungs. The gronckle that had been going my way, had suddenly changed direction and hit Astrid, causing her to sit on top of its head. Without sight the dragon had started spinning around, flying fast in attempt to knock her off. It had knocked me over, causing the grass to fall out of my hand. As I quickly had gotten back to my feet, Astrid had been thrown off and knocked against the wall. Suddenly I had gotten in his focussed and he shot at me. I had managed to jump away in time this time, whilst thinking I had to knock it out by scratching him, but when I had looked up I had seen a door falling down and a monstrous nightmare entering the arena.

While I was being chased by a monster that could set itself aflame, the gronckle had decided to go after Astrid. I had tried thinking of how to get both dragons to calm down, wishing I had brought an eel with me somewhere hidden under my vest, however before I could even form a working plan the zippleback had somehow managed to enter the arena as well. It had been going straight towards Astrid who had lost her axe bow then I saw. Since I was running in that direction already, being chased by hot flames and shots from the gronckle once more, I had decided to do the only thing I could do at that moment. Once close enough to the zippleback, who luckily hadn't noticed me, I had ducked and slipped under its belly. The dragons who had been trailing me had run straight into the zippleback. Hell had broken loose between the dragons as they were snapping at each other. For a moment I had been able to gasp for air. As I was panting I looked over to Astrid who looked rather baffled at what had happened. A part of me blamed her for this madness. If she hadn't gone after the gronckle everything would have been fine. Then again I should have known, she really did want to win this thing.

I had looked over to the dragons, still fighting each other under loud cheering of the Vikings above. Sighing I had gotten back on my feet. If I wasn't going to show now, I would never get another chance. If I was quick enough I was sure I would be able to knock them out. I didn't get any closer than three steps. That is when Gobber was blocking my path. He had told me to stay put and ran towards the fighting dragons together with some other men, including my dad.

I had watched the scene, biting my lip to prevent myself from saying not to hurt them. Then, without warning, I was grabbed firmly by my arm and dragged out of the arena. Of course I was the only one to blame for this mess.

So now I was dragged home, like always, thrown inside, like always, and got that disappointed scowl from my father… like always. I saw him rub his temples and knew I was standing on thin ice.

"And here I was thinking, _hoping_, what Gobber said was true," he shouted.

I was sure even with the door closed, people would hear it in the village hadn't it been for that fact that everyone came to look at the fight. They were now most likely cleaning up the mess.

"Things just didn't go the way I planned it," I mumbled in a faint attempt to defend myself.

I knew he was going to shout at me nonetheless. I knew whatever I said wouldn't change thoughts that I was the biggest screw up. I really wondered why I was even trying.

"Things _never_ go the way you plan them, Hiccup!" he shouted as he slammed both his hands on the table, causing it to crack loudly.

I remained silent, no longer in the mood to even try to get him to understand. He was impossible to please. Everything always had to be perfect and I didn't fit in that picture.

"I have had enough of this," he raged on, "I don't care what Gobber said about you being able to knock down dragons. All I saw today was a disaster. I'm pulling you out of dragon training. From now on you stay inside when there is a raid. If you so much as stick your head outside, I will personally tie you up to a rock and place you inside. Do you hear me?"

He was looking at the table, who was now bending under his weight. I wondered how long it took to completely break, though he would probably blame me for that too if it happened. He looked up to me since I hadn't responded.

"Do you hear me?" he shouted even louder.

I looked away and gave a slight nod after which he walked back to the door.

"Stay here," he commanded, "I have your mess to clean up. When will you learn, Hiccup?"

I saw him shaking his head whilst sighing disappointed as he closed the door behind him. I stared at the door for a while. Letting out a sigh myself. I didn't exactly care about being pulled out of dragon training. Ever since I met Toothless for the first time I knew I was unable to kill a dragon. I wouldn't even want to with what I know about dragons now. Sure they raided us, but there had to be a reason for that. I just didn't know what yet, maybe I should go find out? I had enough time on my side and there was no way my dad would listen to me if I told him all he had to do was scratch the dragon under its chin to knock them out. Heck, he would just laugh at me… or maybe think I had gone mad and drag me to grandma Gothi. I sighed again. The only person on this forsaken island willing to listen to me was Gobber. Perhaps telling him about what I found out about dragons was a better choice…

If I really were to tell him, it had to wait till the next day. Right now Gobber was most likely helping out at the training arena. I was in no mood of staying inside, so I opened the backdoor and stepped outside. I glanced over to the area where part of the arena was visible. I saw some flames in the air. Some voices echoed around, but I couldn't make out any words. Getting frustrated with the situation I started walking. Soon enough I heard voice again, but this time clearer. I recognized them immediately and duck behind a rock so I wouldn't get noticed. Further ahead were Gobber and my father.

"Enough Gobber. I don't want to hear it."

It was dad. He clearly sounded annoyed and frustrated.

"Yur making a mistake, Stoick. Something went wrong today. Give the boy another chance."

I couldn't help but smile a bit at the comment of Gobber.

"I said enough. I have had it with him. He never listens. He can't fight. He always makes a mess and bring disaster wherever he goes. He truly is the bringer of bad luck and the first thing tomorrow morning is shipping him of to Helheim. He's a flat-out disaster and never will be a Viking. He-"

I didn't hear the rest, they were too far away. I wasn't sure if I even wanted to hear the rest. With a lump in my throat I kept sitting there behind the rock. Unsure of what to do. It seemed like my luck had run out. I was being shipped of. It took some time to let that sink in. My heritage no longer protected me. My father even wanted me gone, though it made me wonder for how long had actually wanted me gone. After all to him I was like he said; bad luck. I didn't want to be shipped of. I had seen it a few times. Vikings who had gone mad or gone against law. It was tradition to either kill them or send them away. Banish them forever. Now this was going to happen to me the next morning… unless…

I jumped to my feet and ran home. Once there, I rushed up the stairs, slipping once cause me to fall down three steps. Grunting a little I got back to my feet and continued my way up. In my room I kneeled down near my bed and grabbed my travel back from underneath. It was dusty, since I hadn't used it in years. Another proof I was a disappointment. I haven't been taken along on any of my dad's travels to the other clans since I was eight.

I dusted the thing of and didn't bother to look if there was anything left in it. I just stuffed it with some of my clothes and some blankets. After that I duck under the bed again to gather my flying gear, which I put in the bag as well.

Flinging it over my shoulder I made my way downstairs where I gathered items like a cup, plate, flask and some food. When I thought I had everything that I needed from the house, I walked to the door and opened it carefully. Peeking through the small opening I made sure no-one was around. To my luck everyone was still at the training arena.

I ran over to the forge where I dropped my back in my own small room in the back. Walking back and forth I gathered rope, some tools that might come in handy, blank paper and my pencils. After putting in that last one I looked up and saw the many drawings I made. I started frowning and tore them of the walls. These stupid inventions, no-one understood them anyway and now I made them unable to even try to understand them. There was no way I would let a dragon be killed by any of these. I gathered the papers and walked back to the main room where a small fire was burning. I threw the paper on it and they were immediately eaten by the flames. After watching it for a while I turned my back to it and walked back to my room in the smithy to grab my travel bag. I hung it over my shoulder again and left the building. Three steps outside I stopped and looked over my shoulder. This place, the forge, was where I had spent most of my time. Gobber had always been nice to me… in his own way. At least he listened…

Sighing I walked back in, dropped the bag on the floor and pulled out a sheet of paper and a pencil. Quickly I scribbled a short message and hung it on the wall. Gobber would eventually find it.

I put the pencil back in the bag and made my leave.

Walking quite fast I made my way through the forest towards the cove where Toothless looked up surprised to see me at such an hour. It had started to rain in the meantime and I was slightly drenched, but I didn't care.

I kept on telling myself to keep it together. To not start crying, because they weren't worth crying over. My dad wasn't worth crying over. I even started to allow myself to hate the man. Every respect I once had for the man had shattered.

Toothless pushed his snout against my cheek as I was busy attaching the travel bag to my back with a rope so I wouldn't lose it in flight.

"We're leaving, bud," I told him and petted him for a moment, "but this time we're not coming back here. How about you start showing me places I've never been. Just you, me and the rest of the world."

He let out a worried croon and sniffed my bag.

"It's alright Toothless. No-one wants me here anyway."

I swallowed as I climbed onto Toothless his back. He gave me another worried look, but I readied his tail giving him a small smile. The next moment Toothless was up in the air and we left Berk. Far up I looked back at the island which I once called my home. I had known for years people wanted me gone, never had I thought they would get their wish. But here I was. Leaving the island, knowing I would never ever see it again, for I was not planning on ever coming back. I looked in front of me again as I wondered if the wetness on my face was only rain.

Gobber was staring at his best friend's back in disbelieve. He had stopped walking the moment the words 'ship him off' had dropped. Stoick was still raging on about what was wrong with Hiccup and Gobber couldn't believe his ears.

"Ya don't really mean tha… do ya?" he eventually asked when Stoick had noticed Gobber wasn't following him any longer and looked around to see where he was.

Gobber walked up to him.

"You can't exile your own son. He may be a bit different than everyone else, but doesn't mean it's bad. It's no reason to ship him off."

Stoick sighed, "You're right, but what do I do with him?"

Shaking his head he continued his way to the dragon arena. Gobber followed him, feeling a bit relieved, but was entirely convinced. Once Stoick had gotten a thought in his mind, it was hard to convince him otherwise. Even if right now it seemed he wasn't going to carry it out.

"For starters, give the boy a chance. And I that include not stopping him in the middle of whatever he does like you always do."

"I'll think about it," Stoick grumbled.

Gobber knew it wouldn't be wise to continue right now.

Once the two were back at the arena, part was already being cleaned. Dragons were constantly hit unconscious when they woke up and fires were put out with dirt or water. Broken material was being gathered on a pile as new doors were being made out of new material and pieces of the broken that were reusable. Stoick let out a frustrated sigh as he walked around assessing the mess.

"Tell me one good reason, Gobber. One reason to put him back in dragon training."

Gobber sighed once again, how often did he have to tell Stoick something just went wrong he wondered? Just when he wanted to open his mouth it was someone else who spoke before him.

"Hiccup is no longer coming to dragon training?"

The two adults looked around and found Astrid, carrying a big piece of wood. She looked surprised and waited for Stoick to reply.

"Well there goes my competition," Astrid sighed.

At that moment Snotlout passed her with Tuffnut, both carrying one big and heavy beam.

"You can always compete against me," Snotlout grinned at her.

Astrid rolled her eyes and carried on with bringing the wood she was holding to the pile of scrap material.

"Like that would be any competition."

Ruffnut, dropping some iron on the pile, grinned at Astrid.

"I thought you hated the fact Hiccup was better than you."

Astrid threw the wood straight at Ruffnut who fell down as she caught it.

"He is not better than me," Astrid gritted as she glared at her friend.

Ruffnut laughed and pushed the wood from her.

"Ya right, need I to remind you he scared away a Zippleback, chased a Terrible Terror back to its cage and knocked down a deadly nadder… okay so you knocked that one down too, Hiccup did more."

Stoick was watching the two bickering girls with surprise. He would never have thought that Astrid would think of Hiccup as proper competition. He also never expected his son to scare away a Zippleback as Ruffnut had said.

"See, even Astrid thinks he was good," Gobber commented and went to help the other Vikings.

Gobber knew all too well that Stoick saw Astrid as a Viking with great potential. He had always thought she would eventually be on top at dragon training class.

In the meantime, Tuffnut had decided to join the two fighting girls.

"I really think that Hiccup would have easily knocked down that gronckle hadn't it been for miss jealous here to jump on that dragon's back," he grinned just asking for a hit, which he got too.

Astrid chased the boy in furry and Ruffnut just laughed as she watched her brother being pummelled by a girl.

Stoick walked over to the two and pulled them apart.

"Enough of this. I'll let Hiccup join training again, but there won't be any dragon training until this mess is cleaned up."

He pointed to the arena that they had to continue gathering scrap material. The two teenagers glared at each other before walking off. Stoick wondered if it really was such a good idea to put Hiccup back in dragon training.

I was pushed forward by mom who insisted that I go to bed. Of course I had objected that I still could help out, but it didn't help. Not that I was very annoyed about that, since I was tired of carrying things around. Thank you, Hiccup, for creating such a mess once again. Why was it that he never had to help out when he messed up? Wait, probably because he would make it worse.

"Astrid, I want you to go to Hiccup tomorrow and apologize."

"What?"

Instantly I was standing still and looked at my mother. I couldn't believe this. What did I have to apologize for? For him being idiot? That he messed up?

"You are just as much responsible for that mess as he is."

I gaped at her. How was I responsible for that mess? If he had just taken down that dragon like he usually did… I turned away from her and continued walking home. Was Tuffnut right after all? If I hadn't attacked that gronckle… would Hiccup have been able to knock it out?

"He always takes full responsibility for things you kids put on him, sometimes he wasn't even close to the scene. It's time you start growing up and take responsibility for you mistakes."

"I do!" I protested, not believe her. Why was she picking Hiccup's side? Sure she was one of the few who would not say things as him being useless, but still.

"The zippleback got freed because of you," mom stated.

I wanted to protest again, but couldn't because she was right. I hadn't watched where I had been going and when I ducked away from a blast from the gronckle, it had hit the door of the zippleback's cage. Mom saw I realised this and smiled at me.

Finally at home I pushed the door open and entered the house.

"Tell Stoick as well," mom told me.

I mumbled a 'ya ya' and went up the stairs to my room where I dropped on my bed with a sigh. So what, maybe I was jealous, but it felt like I was being tricked. No-one as bad as Hiccup was in the beginning, would suddenly get so good as he did. He didn't even share what he did! Okay… maybe that was because of the way we have been treating him. Perhaps I should ask him, maybe he will tell me how to knock down dragons like he does. It would be nice, I thought as I drifted off to sleep.

It was early in the morning. Stoick entered his house and called out to his son. He had decided to give him one more chance, just one and only because many had told him that normally he took down dragons with ease. The reason it got so out of hand was probably because more dragons had suddenly entered the arena and he was not yet trained for a situation with more than one dragon as Gobber told him.

When Hiccup didn't come down the stairs, Stoick made his way up, but found an empty room. Maybe his son was already up and about?

Annoyed he went downstairs and decided to check the forge where Gobber just dropped some scrap material.

"Is Hiccup here?" he asked the black smith.

Gobber shrugged his shoulders, he didn't know, after all he just arrived there.

"Let me go check," he said and walked to the back where Hiccup's room was.

"Hiccup, are you in here?" Gobber called out as he entered the room.

He looked around, not finding Hiccup there, but the place was different. He found some paper on the floor, it formed a trail to the fire. Looking back in the room he realised all Hiccup's invention ideas were gone. Had he thrown them in the fire? One paper remained however. It was in the middle of the wall and it had no drawings on it, just words. Gobber grabbed it and read the quickly scribbled words.

_'Gobber, I'm sorry. Thanks for everything. Farewell._

_ - Hiccup'_

One moment he couldn't breathe and stared at the note in disbelieve. Then he rushed back to Stoick.

"Is in there?" the chief asked, but then noticed Gobber's expression.

Gobber handed over the note. Stoick read it and started to look as white as a sheet, something Gobber had never seen before. It took some time before Stoick collected himself.

"Let people look for him… I'm going to check the docks to see if any of the boats or dinghies is missing. Anyone who knows anything about where he might be is to report to me immediately."

Gobber nodded and ran off in search for his apprentice.

It felt like I only slept for an hour when my mother suddenly shouted me awake. I rolled around, turning my back to her hoping she would leave. Unfortunately she pulled my blanket away. Somewhat annoyed I sat up, but I got worried when I saw my mom's face. Something was going on, I could tell.

"What happened?" I asked quickly and shove to the edge of my bed.

"Hiccup is missing."

I blinked… It wasn't something new. That boy often disappeared. No-one knew where he would go to and no-one really cared either, so why did they now?

"Hiccup leaves more often. He'll be back by lunch or something, maybe dinner."

"No, Astrid. This is different. He left a note for Gobber saying farewell."

I stared at her, whilst wondering if any of what happened in the training arena had anything to do with it. What if it was my fault he ran off? I never meant for that to happen.

I jumped of my bed and rushed downstairs, followed by my mom. She pushed some dry bread in my hands before we both went outside, looking for Hiccup. The entire day we looked for him, and the day after that and they after that. A week went by, but Hiccup was no-where to be found. Each and every day I started to feel guiltier. I was starting to believe it was my fault, or at least partly. If I hadn't been so jealous and competitive the mess that happened in the training arena wouldn't have happened and Hiccup would still be here.

No boats had gone missing. All dinghies were also still there. How could he have left?

"I think he's dead," Ruffnut said.

I cringed a little.

"Maybe he built his own boat," I tried.

Ruffnut looked at me, her expression clearly telling me she didn't believe that he would do that.

"It could be. You know how he is with building things. Maybe he planned leaving a long time ago. All he needed was some time to build the boat. We have seen him disappear for hours."

"True… but alone on the wide ocean? He's dead."

Ruffnut shrugged as she left me alone. I sighed and thought I might as well accept that Hiccup was indeed no longer among the living. The question was if Stoick would be able to accept that.


	2. Chapter 1: Enslavement
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><p><strong>Chapter 1: Enslavement<strong>

The sky was clear except for a black dot that was souring in the air with amazing speed. It suddenly went down and dove under the wings of some thunderdrums, before going back up in the air and slowing down a little.

"All right let's give it a try."

Toothless let out a snort, probably calling his rider reckless.

"Toothless, it will be fine. There's nothing around to crash into, except the sea," his rider replied a little offended.

The dragon rolled his eyes as Hiccup readied the tail-fin. He then unhooked himself and let himself fall down. After dropping a few feet, he hooked up some loops on his arms to some hooks near his feet and spread out his arms. On each side a triangle shaped sheet, looking much like wings, caught air and Hiccup was send up again. Now he looked like a flying squirrel, floating on the wind.

"Oh ya! It's working!" he screamed from the top of his lungs with joy.

Carefully he tried steering and going up and down, while Toothless kept an eye on him just in case he lost control over his flying suit. Although he thought of it more as a floating suit. After Hiccup had dropped quite a bit, the ocean was getting too close for comfort, Toothless flew underneath the boy and caught him. Hiccup placed his foot on the steering peddle again before he started putting away his 'wings'.

"That went well," he grinned from ear to ear.

Toothless agreed with him.

An island came into view, which was nice because they definitely needed to find themselves a place to spent the night. There had been nights in which Hiccup would sleep on Toothless, but ever since he fell off and almost died because of it, Toothless wouldn't let him. The dragon had sulked about it, feeling guilty about the scratches the boy had gotten, but Hiccup had cheered him up by saying it was actually his own fault. He hadn't checked his safety line before he went to sleep.

Hiccup looked down at the island. He hadn't been paying attention to their direction or surroundings, because had been too excited about testing his flying suit and now he wished he had checked. The island that was getting closer was Berk.

It had been two years since he left Berk. An amazing two years. He had seen so many things of the world, learned a lot of things and felt more like himself like he ever had. Over the last few months he had finally gotten his grow spurt. Which made him postpone his flight suit project quite a few times, the testing part that is, because he had to alter the suit so it would fit him again.

To be back in the region he was born in was somewhat strange, because he told himself never to come back again. The place still looked the same from up in the air. He wondered if anything had changed at all, but he didn't want to go find out.

"Let's go around that," Hiccup told Toothless.

Toothless didn't object and steered away from the island. Hiccup closed his eyes and enjoyed the wind going through his hair. Thoughts entered his mind, things he hadn't thought of over a year. He suddenly wondered if they thought he was dead. If his father even cared about the fact he was gone. How Astrid was doing. Quickly he shook his head as he told himself to stop thinking about her. She never liked him anyway, so why in the world was he still thinking about her? She was part of the reason the dragon training arena was destroyed and she never said a word about it. She just let him take all the blame. He hoped she felt guilty about it.

Toothless made some worried noise.

"I'm fine bud. Let's go find some place to spent the night. It's getting dark."

The dragon said something again and, although Hiccup couldn't understand the exact words, he did understand what his dragon companion meant.

"I'm not going back there," he pretty much growled at Toothless, who rolled his eyes and replied. Hiccup let out a frustrated sigh and looked over his shoulder. Berk was barely visible now.

He was convinced he had made the right choice by leaving. He totally loved the freedom he now had. No-one would miss him there anyway. Except… maybe Gobber would and yes he missed his teacher. At points he would miss a place to stay. Going from one place to another wasn't always fun, just most of the time. He also missed speaking his mother language, but since he was in the region anyway he might as well go to one of the other tribes.

"No… I don't miss home," he mumbled and looked ahead again, though it slightly sounded like he was trying to convince himself of that.

They came across a thick fog. It didn't bother them, it was just a lower cloud so Toothless entered it with the same speed he had been flying already. Out of nowhere a giant rock appeared. Hiccup was just in time with his pedal work so Toothless could fly around it, only to almost bump into a next pillar.

"Slow down, Toothless. I don't want to risk crashing into one of those," Hiccup told his dragon.

With a much slower speed they continued their journey through a maze of giant rock pillars. One bigger and wider than the other. Hiccup's eyes widened a little when he saw a group of Viking ships hanging between rocks. He watched it as they passed by, recognizing them as ships from Berk.

"They are crazy for entering this place with a ship," he gasped, "wait… then this is the direction of a dragon nest, maybe we should turn around and go somewhere else."

Toothless used his ear flaps to slap Hiccup's arm as he let out a growl which Hiccup could understand as 'how dare you'.

"Oh, come on. You know I don't mean it like that. I'm just not in the mood for fighting dragons, because we're trespassing their territory. Already have enough scars from the last time, thank you very much."

Their last encounter with a dragon nest didn't go so well. There was a large scar on his right arm from that, which was still healing.

Toothless growled something at him, making Hiccup glare at his dragon only until he realised it wasn't paying any attention to him. He gave up and just begged to the gods they wouldn't end up in a nest with very territorial dragons.

At last the land came into sight. Hiccup stared at it with a somewhat eerie feeling. The island was mostly one giant mountain, looking very much like a volcano. He hoped it wasn't one or if it was, it wouldn't erupt any time soon. The land was barren except for a few dead trees and bushes that had dared to grow there. The beach was nothing but rocks and pebbles.

Toothless landed smoothly and looked around. He too seemed to be a bit uneasy here.

As Hiccup looked around, he found no dragons. Just silence and nothingness.

"Isn't this the nest you used to live, Toothless?" Hiccup mumbled.

Toothless huffed, letting Hiccup know he never liked living here. Hiccup could understand why. He slid of the saddle and untied his travel bag which he dropped on the pebble beach.

"Just for one night," he mumbled to himself as he once again let his eyes travel around, "Go look for some fish. I'm gonna gather some wood."

Hiccup left his bag with Toothless and walked around in search for wood. There were quite a few sticks around so he didn't have to bother himself with the trees. As he walked back to his bag and Toothless, he wondered where all the dragons could be. Maybe they were on a raid?

Hiccup setup the wood for a fire and went through his sticks to find one that he could use to hold his fish above it. When finding one he looked over to his dragon companion who had a small pile of fish next to him.

"Bud, a little help here," he told Toothless as he pointed at the fire.

Toothless looked around and shot a small blast at the wood that immediately got on fire . After that he slapped a fish into Hiccups direction with his tail. Hiccup caught it and stuck it to his stick. What he hadn't expected was a second fish coming his way, which landed on his face. The raw fish then landed on the ground as Hiccup threw Toothless an annoyed look. The dragon on laughed.

"Ya… funny," Hiccup growled at him and made sure to keep an eye out for possible new flying fish as he held the one on the stick near the fire.

Toothless decided to eat the remaining fish and made some disgusting noise as he devoured them. It looked mostly like he was drinking them. In the middle of it he stopped and looked at something in the distance as he let out a soft growl. Within seconds he was next to Hiccup to protect him. Hiccup, not oblivious to Toothless overprotective behaviour, stuck the stick in the ground and pulled his knife as he looked in the same direction as Toothless. Not much later he could hear the sound of something or someone walking on the beach. He could not yet see who or what it was within the mist. On guard he waited, not sure of whatever that was coming closer was friend or foe. He tried listening to the walking pattern and concluded that this didn't sound like a dragon, but more like a person. Were there people living on this barren island?

A figure was now visible in the fog and Hiccup saw he had been right with this being a person. Soon the person was close enough that Hiccup could see it was a woman. Her hair was long and in loose braids. The strands of grey told him she should be somewhere in her forties, maybe fifties. Her clothes were a mess, partly ripped and partly sewed back together with sloppy stitching. They were dirty and it was obvious they no longer fitted her. Her face was one Hiccup had seen when he was imprisoned in Rome on the faces of slaves and those who would participate in gladiator fights. A face of lost hope, ready to die. It made the boy lower his knife as he watched the woman who had yet to spot him.

Suddenly she stood still and laid her eyes upon him. He looked back, unsure of what to do. She looked lost…

The woman shook her head in confusion.

"You can't be real…" she whispered and then noticed Toothless.

Her expression suddenly changed to one of fear and she backed away. Only to stumble over her own feet.

Hiccup let out a sigh and he put his knife away.

"Calm down, bud. She's harmless," he whispered to Toothless as he gave the black dragon a quick scratch.

He then walked over to the woman and stretched out his hand. She looked confused, terrified and somewhat happy at the same time.

"I'm real. No hallucination your mind made up," he grinned at her.

She carefully grabbed his hand and her face lit up when she realized he was indeed real. Hiccup helped her back to her feet and then walked back to Toothless and his fish. She stayed behind watching him. Hiccup gave her a glance from the corner of his eyes. Why was that woman here? And for how long had she been here?

Toothless seemed to have gotten curious too because he trotted towards her. Hiccup heard a soft squeal from the woman and pulled at Toothless his saddle. Not that he could stop the dragon with his strength, but he got his attention.

"Down boy. She's scared of you."

Toothless huffed insulted.

"Don't give me that. You know very well you can come off as something scary. Heck, when we were in Paris you were proud of it. You're a night fury after all. The biggest fear of any human," Hiccup grinned and scratched his pet dragon. Toothless purred content.

"Th-that's a n-night fury?!" the woman let out not sure if she was in awe of how Hiccup was able to actually touch it or be totally horrified by being close by the creature.

"Yep, his name is Toothless. Don't worry. He isn't going to harm you. He only attacks when he's threatened or when I'm in danger."

Hiccup propped down near the fire again and checked if his fish was done yet. Toothless made himself comfortable behind the boy. Hiccup took a bite from his dinner and looked over to the woman, who seemed like she didn't believe Hiccup on his words. It wasn't surprising, no-one ever did, especially when it involved dragons.

"Would you like some fish too?"

"N-no thanks," the woman quickly replied still studying the two however.

Hiccup shrugged and took another bite of his fish.

"So how did you end up on the island of a dragon nest?" he asked the woman.

"How do you know it's a nest? There aren't any dragons around except the one behind you."

"That doesn't really matter," Hiccup replied.

He wasn't in the mood explaining this woman he used to live around these regions and his father would give anything for finding out where this place was.

He waited for her to answer his question. She looked uncomfortable,

"It happened years ago. I was grabbed by a dragon during a raid. Meant as food for the queen no doubt," she mumbled.

"Queen?" Hiccup said and noticed Toothless shudder, "what queen?"

"The one that lives inside that mountain," the woman said with a tremble in her voice as she pointed at the mountain in the middle of the island, "she controls the dragons. Make them bring food to her."

Hiccup looked at the mountain and then to Toothless who seemed uncomfortable ever since that queen was mentioned. He must have been under the control of that queen, but why wasn't he controlled by her now?

To comfort his friend a bit he petted him softly and turned to look at the woman again. Wondering how she knew about the dragon inside the mountain.

"How do you know there is a queen inside that mountain?" he asked.

Once again the woman shuddered.

"Years ago. Soon after I got here, I wanted to know why I was brought here. I didn't understand why I wasn't eaten and every day I saw dragon bring in their prey inside the mountain. I followed, carefully. Worst decision of my life. Dragons were everywhere, I was certain I was gonna die, especially when I saw a head coming out of the deeps. It was huge… immense. It swooped one of the dragons that didn't bring enough food right out of the air and swallowed it whole. That… thing… is as big as the mountain itself. I ran out right after that and waited for the day that I would be thrown into her mouth."

Hiccup decided that the woman used to be a lot braver around dragons than she appeared to be now. Clearly a Viking willing to die. He also was a bit disgusted by her that she still thought she would be thrown in as a quick meal for a queen to please. If that would happen, it would have happened years ago. Why were Vikings so short sighted. He let out a sigh.

"Why didn't the dragon offer you?" he asked, perhaps he was able to change her mind about dragons? He doubted it much. Vikings were hard to get them to change their mind.

"I don't know," she answered confused by his question and jumped when she heard a something behind her.

Hiccup saw a dragon landing near them, the fog was fading a little so he had a perfect view. It was quite big and it looked back at him. Hiccup wondered if this was the dragon that brought the woman here. He studied it carefully, but it wasn't one he had seen before. Not even during his travels around the world. Then again, the world turned out much bigger than he ever thought it was. Just because he didn't see it before, didn't mean he somehow recognized it. It looked a bit like something his father described once; a stormcutter. The only difference was that this one had two wings, not four.

He turned his attention back to the woman who looked horrified at the dragon and gave quick glances to the mountain. She was probably wondering if today was the day she would be offered to the queen.

"Did something happen during the flight to this place?" he asked her.

She looked over to him, still keeping an eye on the dragon in the distance though. It didn't come any closer though, just watched the scene.

"Uhm…" the woman started as she tried to remember an event from years ago, "it crashed in one of those rock pillars around the island, thanks to the storm. It's wing g ripped. I thought I was going to drown or crushed. In the madness I climbed on its back and did something crazy," she ended with a mumble.

Hiccup loved crazy things. He himself was full of crazy things. Difference was, he considered his crazy antics mostly as good, this woman apparently thought her crazy moment was something terrible.

"What did you do?"

"I fixed his wing… sewing it together as well as I could at that moment. It was good enough to get us both out of the water. He could fly again and we landed somewhere in a cave, not this island. I wanted to escape once the storm was gone, but it brought me here before I could. Then again… it's a maze out there."

Hiccup stared with widened eyes at her. So she helped a dragon… but how could she still think it was going to use her as food? It clearly wasn't.

"I could bring you back home, but you have sit on the back of a dragon."

She looked at him as if he had gone mad.

"I promise nothing will happen. Where are you from?"

"B-Berk," she stuttered as she focused on the black dragon behind him thinking she would never ever climb on the back of a dragon again.

Hiccup promptly turned his eyes to the fire.

"Sorry can't do that. Anything but there," he said to her as he grabbed a stick and started to poke in the flames. The more he found out about this woman, the more he wish he hadn't. He wasn't stupid, he could connect the things he heard and saw and the result of it wasn't something he liked. It just could not be true. He let that one small part of his Viking heritage take him over and stubbornly told himself this person was not and could not be his mother. The dragon in the distance wasn't a stormcutter after all. More people get carried away by dragons. Even on Berk.

"Why?" he heard her ask confused.

"Because I left that place and I refuse to go back," Hiccup growled.

Not ever. Not even to drop her off. He did not want to risk to walk into anyone.

"You… you're from Berk?" she whispered in surprise.

Hiccup nodded once and continued poking in the fire.

"They send you away because you sided with dragons?"

Hiccup stopped poking with the stick. Was this woman not listening? He left on his own free will. He said clearly just a moment ago. Okay, so it wasn't common to leave everything behind out of free will, but how obvious did she want him tell her.

"They don't even know about Toothless," he grumbled and looked over to her, "like I said, I left the place. If I hadn't, I would have been exiled the next morning and I really wasn't willing to sit on a boat alone drifting to wherever the sea would bring me."

She looked shocked, "You were going to be exiled?"

"Heard dad pretty much shout it," Hiccup replied getting more annoyed by the minute.

"But… only the chief can decide it."

"My father is the chief!" he shouted back at her as he jumped back to his feet, "he finally found a good reason to get rid of me. After being the biggest disappointment of his life!"

He glared at her and the look in her eyes was something he didn't like.

"Hiccup?" she whispered and did a few steps forward until she saw the dragon again and stopped.

Toothless had gotten on high alert, not sure why Hiccup was suddenly acting the way he was, but stood between the two humans, protecting the boy. Hiccup, crawling back to his feet, did a few steps backwards and shook his head. He didn't want to hear what she was going to say next.

"Hiccup… I'm… I'm your mother."

"No! You're not!" he shouted at her, "not anymore! She died after being carried away by a stormcutter!"

The dragon that had kept its distance was crawling closer now. He seemed on guard. Hiccup saw he lifted his wings and saw them split. Four wings. It had been a stormcutter after all. When he looked back at his mother he saw the pain in her eyes, but he couldn't care less.

"Hiccup, please," she started begging and really wanted to go closer, but didn't dare to do one step closer a night fury.

"No! A mother doesn't abandon her child!" Hiccup shouted back, stubbornly telling himself she was lying.

"You were save!"

"Safe?! At a place that is constantly raided by dragons? How do you call that safe?!"

"Your father would protect you!"

"He wanted me dead! I was to be exiled hadn't I left on my own!"

"Hiccup, I couldn't leave this island… I…"

"Yes you could! If for one moment you would have opened your eyes, you would have noticed that dragon over there has been watching over you. That he wouldn't feed you to the queen and he would be more than willing to bring you back home. But all you do is cower in waddle in misery!"

With that Hiccup search the ground for his travel bag. He wasn't going to stay here one minute longer. He tightened the bag to the saddle, quickly and with ease, after which he mounted Toothless.

His mother finally seemed to have overcome her fear of dragons, or maybe the fear of losing her son a second time was bigger, for she rushed over to him and grabbed his arm.

"Hiccup, please listen to me," she begged him as she held on tight.

He tried pushing her off, but it wasn't going fast enough and she would just grab hold of him again. Toothless eventually got annoyed with it and slammed her away with his tail. With a thud she landed on the pebble beach and looked up mortified.

A loud roar shock the three up and they all looked in the direction it came from. It was the stormcutter that marched their way. Spreading out his wings to make him look even bigger. Hiccup paled a little, knowing well what made this dragon so angry so suddenly. He had seen this behaviour in Toothless multiple times of the last two years. This dragon wasn't showing territorial behaviour, but protective and the one he was protecting was his mother.

"Tell him to stop," he said softly and then tore his eyes from the dragon that was approaching to his mother.

"Stop him," he urged.

"I c-can't… he doesn't listen to me."

"Yes he does! Tell him to call off the attack!"

Hiccup looked over to the dragon again. It was getting to close for his comfort.

"Toothless, up!" he quickly commanded his night fury.

With great haste Toothless flew up and away from the island. The stormcutter followed them. Of course it did, Toothless also followed the ones that attacked Hiccup, so this wasn't going to be over soon.

The next thing Hiccup knew was him being in the middle of a dragon fight. Not that it had been his first, but this could have been completely avoided if his ridiculous mother would just call the stormcutter to stop.

It was annoying that this dragon was just as agile as Toothless was, so they had to rely on speed, something Toothless excelled at. With twist and twirls, arcs down and up and blast of fire just barely missing him, Hiccup managed to keep a hold on his dragon.

Toothless turned a hundred and eighty degrees, blasting a plasma blast at their attacker. Hiccup really wished this wasn't necessary as he reached for his pocket knife. He really didn't want to harm a dragon that was protecting someone, even if that someone was a fool.

Toothless had noticed his movements and because the two were so in sync with another, knew exactly what the boy was up to. They were forced to use the same tactics the last time they fought a dragon.

Hiccup made sure Toothless tail-fin was in the correct position as he pulled up his legs and got in a kneeling position on the back of the night fury. His knife ready in his hand he made Toothless close in on the stormcutter. There was one thing they hadn't thought would be such a big influence and that was the two extra wings this dragon had. With strong flaps it created a wind much stronger, making it a little harder for Toothless to get closer. When almost close enough the stormcutter slammed its lower wings against Hiccup, who quickly grabbed hold on the wing as Toothless glided underneath the stormcutter. The stormcutter hadn't thought Hiccup would grab hold on him. It started to try to get him to let go, even more so when it spotted the dagger the boy was holding.

Unfortunately for Hiccup this dragon had an extra wing on the side he was holding on to and it made it a lot easier for it to hit Hiccup. The boy managed to withstand the first two hits, but lost his balance. There was no need to pull out his new flying gear though, Toothless caught him. Toothless looked around worried at the boy on his back.

"I'm fine," Hiccup quickly replied and then got a wing right on the back of his head.

He fell forward, hitting on Toothless head. In his dazed state of mind the boy tried to get a hold on to the saddle so he wouldn't fall off. He hadn't hooked himself to it yet. However, before he could do so, another hit followed and a next. During the last he lost his conscience when he hit a metal piece of the saddle.

Toothless fired a plasma blast at the stormcutter and noticed Hiccup slipping of his back. One moment he lost his focus on his attacker to grab the boy, it had been enough for the stormcutter to slam the night fury on the head with its tail.

Now the black dragon too was slipping away, although it was trying to fight it. Toothless get several other hits until…

Valka crawled back to her feet. She was on the edge of crying as she watched the battle in the air. When Huccip fell down from the stormcutter's wing she stopped breathing for a moment. Fearing he would fall all the way and hit the rocks beneath, which meant instant death. She couldn't tear her eyes away from the scene though, no matter how horrified she was.

How she wished the stormcutter would stop. If it was the only thing she could do for her son, just to save him and then let him go wherever he wanted to go, then she would. The boy had all right to be angry at her. He was right, she abandoned him. But knowing that, didn't take away her fear for the creatures fighting up in the air.

Valka saw the night fury struggling. He was trying to hold on to Hiccup while fighting of the stormcutter. It was something she didn't understand. A dragon defending a human. Then it hit her. Not only the words Hiccup had spoken to her. The words that she should tell the stormcutter to call of the attack. Words that had confused her, for how would she be able to stop a wild dragon from attack? She also understood the situation. This fight. The stormcutter. Perhaps… she could stop it? It only started to attack Hiccup and his dragon when the night fury had slammed her away with its tail.

"Stop," the woman whispered as tears now rolled down her face, blaming herself for what was happening.

The stormcutter didn't hear it of course. Her breath was stuck in her throat as she gathered herself.

"Stop!" she shouted, "don't hurt them!"

To her surprise, but mostly relieve, the stormcutter halted its next attack and looked at her in confusion. Valka was in a shock when it grabbed the two out of the air and flew her way, carefully placing her son and his dragon on the pebble beach before landing itself. For a while she could do nothing, but stare in disbelieve at what just happened. She noticed the stormcutter crawling away from her son. The night fury kept on laying there however.

Carefully she made her way to her son, giving the black dragon a glance, it was unconscious. She then knelt down near Hiccup and rolled him on his back. Staring down, realizing this was her fault, tears rolled down once more. When she couldn't see him breathing, fear suddenly took over again. She lay her head on his chest and focussed on listening to his heartbeat, which she heard. Quite strongly too. Now with her head on his chest, she also felt it rise and fall ever so slightly.

She thanked the gods that he was still alive and sat up straight again. Staring at the boy she noticed several small scars. Nothing that wouldn't heal in a few days. Carefully she checked his arms and legs, but couldn't feel anything that was broken, though Valka wasn't a medic. She had to wait for him to tell her if he had any pain anywhere. Only then she could do something… or so she hoped.

With a relieved sigh she watched him. Her boy. After all these years. She could only dream of seeing him again and here he was. Grown up, almost a man still just a boy, but oh so mature already as she had noticed during the brief conversation she had with him.

"I'm so sorry, Hiccup," she whispered, holding back her sobbing.

Her eyes drifted off to the stormcutter in the distance. It was watching her, confused yet curious. It had listened to her begging, but she still feared it. It was the reason she was on this forsaken island. She looked at her son again. His arm was still bleeding. She wished she had some proper bandages and some herbs, although she had no idea what herb she would need to help the wound heal faster. She had never been great with herbs. There hadn't been any need to it either, Stoick never got hurt as he fought dragons.

She then looked at the night fury. It was still out cold, she couldn't spot any blood coming from him either. Then again, a dragon's skin could take much more than a human skin.

She spotted the bag, still tied to the saddle on its back. Perhaps it contained some bandages?

Valka got to her feet and gulped as she decided to do something she never thought she would. As she stepped close to the dragon she hoped it wouldn't wake up. Shaking and breathing uneven she tried to ban out all her fear for the creature as she untied the knots of the travel bag. It wasn't easy with her hands shaking so much, but eventually she got the knot out and pulled the bag of the dragon only to back away quickly after that. After giving the dragon another glance, she knelt down near Hiccup again and opened the bag.

She couldn't help but stare at all the items she found. Knowing he had been all over the world. At last she found what she had been looking for. Bandages.

She wrapped up his arm and cleaned his other wounds with another bandage. After that she just had to wait and hope he would listen to her when he wakes up.

I rolled to my stomach, my left wing was hurting from laying on it for too long. My head hurt as well, which made me wonder what had happened. It wasn't often that my head would hurt this badly. I needed to blink a few times before I could really open my eyes. Then I started searching for my human. He had to be somewhere around.

My eyes fell upon a woman hovering over someone. I sniffed once and found out that someone was Hiccup. For a horrifying moment I thought they were mating and I woke up in the middle of that, why oh why did I have to wake up in the middle of that?! Then I noticed they were both still wearing what they call clothes and sighed relieved. For mating those things needed to be gone.

My sighing had alerted the woman and she looked around. Her eyes grew wide when she noticed I was awake and she backed away terrified. Strange. I stumbled to my feet and walked over to Hiccup. After sniffing him a bit I could conclude he was fine, just not awake. Hopefully he would wake up soon though… and tell me how the heck we ended up on this place… and who she was.

I looked over to the woman, who backed away even more when my eyes were locked on her. Looking back at my human, Istudied him some more. When I noticed some new scratches and a bandage I wondered why I hadn't noticed those before. It made me wonder even more what had happened. Carefully I licked his new wounds so they wouldn't get infected and then waited.

After a while I got impatient, but resisted the urge of nudging him. He needed the rest, humans don't heal as quickly as dragons do. I hated to see him out cold. Especially if I did not know the reason. After a few hours I rolled on my back in boredom.

"Wake up already," I let out with a sigh.

Of course it didn't wake him up, so I decided to kill some time with trying to remember what had happened. I definitely remember flying. Hiccup was excited for testing his… soaring suit. I did not remember landing somewhere. Or a fight or maybe even him falling off my back. Please dragon of the sun tell me he didn't fall off my back again. Then I realised his wounds would be more severe if he had.

I rolled back on my stomach and looked around. It took me some time, but I remembered the place and I didn't like it one bit. Please Hiccup, wake up so we can leave. Did we land her because he got hurt? Or was he hurt because of landing here? If it was the later I was sure about me letting the pride getting the best of me, I really had to do something about that. Last time it got Hiccup into trouble as well.

It was only when the dragon of the sun had been way up high in the sky and I had started to slumber a little Hiccup woke up. Immediately after I heard him move about, I got back on my feet and walked over to him with a happy smile.

My body was aching I noticed as I sat up. Confused I looked around to see where I was, but something big and black blocked my view. It looked happy and I was sure I had to know what it was, but at that moment I couldn't find the word. It sniffed me shortly and licked my face.

"Thank the dragon of the sun, about time you woke up."

"Dragon!" I pretty much shouted.

That was the word I had been looking for.

"You're a dragon," I told the creature.

It stared at me a bit confused, "Yes… I am… are you alright?"

"I don't know," I muttered staring at him for a bit before opening my mouth again, "so uhm… since we speak the same language I take it I am a dragon too."

Its jaw dropped open, which looked rather comical, but I had no reason or even energy to laugh at it. I couldn't remember being a dragon, then again I didn't have the slightest knowledge of what I was or even who. Perhaps this dragon knew?

I watched it shaking its head and then looking at me with strict eyes that scared me a little. Should I be scared? I wasn't sure. Maybe I should, since I wasn't a dragon. Were dragons dangerous? Why didn't I remember?!

"I can't believe I didn't notice you were actually talking dragonese," the dragon sighed, "anyway you're not a dragon. You're a human."

"Ah," I managed to say and studied my body.

When looking over my shoulders I did indeed not find any wings. I also couldn't spot a tail.

"Alright… so any idea who I am then? And who are you?"

The dragon started to look scared and started sniffing me more intense than before, causing me to giggle because it tickled. When he was done he looked at me with worry.

"I don't know what happened, but it caused you to forget everything," he mumbled and then gently pressed his snout against my chest, "I'm so sorry."

"Hey, its fine. Just help me remember then. Let's start with who you are and who I am."

The black dragon pulled back and sat down across me.

"I'm Toothless. It's the name you gave me. Dragons normally don't have names. You are Hiccup. Though you told me your full name once, you usually just go by Hiccup."

"Hiccup… I'm not sure I like that."

Toothless let out a snort and nudged me with his snout that I should stand up, which I did. It was when I looked around I saw someone sitting. As I was wondering what kind of creature it was, Toothless told me it was a human and female. She looked terrified and crawled backwards a bit when we got a step closer.

"Is she scared of us?"

"I think it's me she's scared off. Maybe she can help us figure out what happened and how we got her… if she speaks a language you understand that is," the dragon answered thoughtful.

"Do I speak a human language?" I asked.

He gave me a look that made me feel stupid. Of course I spoke a human language, after all he just told me I was a human. It just didn't seem very logical to me since I was speaking dragonese.

"Go ask her what happened, I'll wait here."

Toothless nudged me with his head and I stumbled forward. After a few steps I looked back at him. He made a movement with his head that I had to continue walking, so I did. She looked surprised and still a bit afraid, giving quick glances to Toothless. A few steps away from her I stopped. She stared at me, probably wondering what I wanted.

"We were wondering if you could tell us what happened," I said and I hoped it was in a human language.

Her eyes grew wide and got the feeling I had just spoken dragonese to here.

"You… don't remember?" she asked.

Oh, so I did speak her language. Well that was a plus side, although I had no idea how I switched. Quickly I shook my head a bit, answering her question. She let out a sigh, sounding relieved but also full of regret, no idea why I thought this.

I simply waited for her to hopefully answer my question. She remained silent though, looking back up at me with tears in her eyes. It confused me.

"Please tell me? I didn't even remember my name or his name and he doesn't remember what happened either."

She gasped, jumped to her feet and started feeling at my head. I winched when she touched sour spots.

"By Thor… you have a terrible form of amnesia."

"Uhm what?" I asked sheepish.

"Amnesia. It means you forgot things. In your case even your name… what do you remember?"

Good question, what do I remember. In fact, I had no idea. I mean… I knew Toothless was a dragon… and I was standing on something that one called a beach… with pebbles. But how I got here… heck I a moment ago I didn't even know what I was until Toothless told me I was a human.

Shrugging I shook my head looking slightly desperate at her. To my surprised she pulled me into a hug.

"I'm so sorry, Hiccup," she breathed into my neck, making sobbing noises.

First a dragon telling sorry to me and now her. Was everyone responsible for me or something?

"Please tell me what happened," I tried again.

She pulled back, but held onto my arms. Still with a teary face she gave me an uncomfortable look.

"You two got into a fight with another dragon. You were hit on the head several times, which must have caused the amnesia."

I nodded, trying to remember, but only got a headache. She pulled me into another hug. It felt strange. For me I was hugged by a stranger, though apparently seemed to know me.

Then I heard something. Something that made the woman quickly let go of me and look around frightful. Something that made the whole island we were on tremble. It vibrated through my body.

"Come my sweet ones," it sounded.

I looked over to Toothless, who seemed to be as terrified as the woman. His ears were pressed to his body, which he tried to make as small as possible as he looked around anxiously, walking backwards a little.

To me the words didn't sound so terrifying.

"Come," it sounded again.

It was calling me, I knew that. I felt it in every part in my body. So I looked at the mountain curiously. Wondering how I could enter so I could go to the that voice. Then dragons suddenly appeared in the sky, as if they came out of nowhere. I watched them, they too felt the same desire I had to enter that mountain. To answer to the voice. As I looked up, I saw the many dragons entering tunnels. It was a little high up, but sure I could manage to get there. So, without a second thought, I started to climb up the mountain.

I panicked when I heard that call. Of course I recognized it. I had heard it so many times when she had me in her control as well. Not many things terrify me, but that voice sure did. I certainly didn't want to become her slave once more. I was already happy that I had broken free of her grip, although it was still a mystery to me how that happened.

In my panicking state I hadn't noticed Hiccup climbing up the mountain to one of the entries. What was he doing?! Was he out of his mind?! Entering that place was dangerous, especially if you were a human. Well actually even for dragons it was dangerous… better yet anyone, no matter what species, was better to stay out of there. Yet he was climbing up there as if…

I swallowed as a thought came to me, one I did not want to believe was possible. There were only two reasons to enter that place. Someone crazy without fear of dying, sure Hiccup was crazy but not that crazy and he also didn't want to die as far as I know. Or… if you fell under the queen her spell…

Pacing a bit I kept on watching as he now reached the entrance, thinking about what I should do. I was terrified of being controlled again, but I also didn't want Hiccup in there. The decision was quickly made and I dashed over to the boy, passing the confused woman who stood frozen.

I clawed my way up and entered the mountain. Hiccup wasn't far ahead of me. I retracted my teeth so not to hurt him and grabbed his arm. He looked around, not understanding what I was doing.

"Come," the queen called out once more.

Several dragons flew over us. Hiccup watched them for a moment and then looked back at me, making some movement that I had to follow. I could feel the desire to continue now as well. It was hard to resist.

"It's feeding time."

Feeding time… already… I thought. I shook my head. Get it together, Toothless. Feeding… food… the queen was hungry. Wait… who was Toothless? And what about that boy I was holding, carefully too. Why careful?

He gave me a questioning look. Some vague memory then entered my mind. Him helping me with my tailfin in order to fly. I let his arm go and looked at my tail, showing it also to the boy.

"I need your help," I told him.

Without even questioning me, he climbed on me as if it was normal. Then I started flying towards the centre of the mountain, where the queen was waiting for us. I landed on the side, waiting for the orders. The last dragons brought their offers. I wasn't on gathering food duty I hoped, because I nothing to give. Then again she never put me on food duty, just destroy duty.

It remained quiet for a while, but then her saw her head come up, sniffing around.

"I smell something I haven't smelled in a long time… is it you my dear shadow of the night?"

I knew she meant me. I was the only shadow of the night at the nest, so I spread my wings and flew over to the closest rock to her. After landing I bowed my head, hoping the one on my back would do as well. To my relieve he soon followed my example.

"Yes, my queen," I answered her, looking up again.

"What is this? A human on your back. Why are you carrying a human?"

She sniffed at the boy on my back, who remained seated and let her do what she desired to do.

"Explain, shadow of the night."

I lifted my tail.

"I need him to fly, my queen. Part of my tail got lost. If not for him making me a new one and helping me fly, I would not be here," I answered straight to the point.

I gave the boy a look and he showed how it worked.

"But he won't understand you. He doesn't speak our language." the queen said confused by what was going on.

I didn't blame her. Working together with humans was an odd thing to do. They fight us. Kill us. Sometimes lock us up to train their hatchlings. They do not work together with us.

"I'm sorry to speak, my queen. I just wanted to say that I can understand every word you say and I would be honoured to help."

I knew my human had said the right words, especially since he bowed his head with the last part. The question was if she was willing to let him help.

She looked thoughtful and slightly confused. Maybe wondering if this were a trap, but most likely knowing no-one could stand up against her. Not even the small human on my back, especially not the small human.

"My queen, may I add something?"

"Speak, shadow of the night."

"Since he is human, he can help us during the raids. He can take down weapons or open places we cannot without destroying part of the food. He can trick humans into telling him where to find food. Infiltrate villages without suspicion to see where to find the food," I told her.

She nodded understanding what I meant. A human on our side was useful.

"Very well. Though, I cannot accept a human so easily. You shall be tested boy."

"Of course, my queen," my human said, "anything to show you my loyalty."

"You two shall go and find me food. Take four others along, not more. I want to see what you can do human, so make the food you will bring good and plenty."

The boy and I bowed as the queen went back to her chamber. I was already thinking of the dragons we should bring along. Many already flew away, not willing to work along with a human, but a few came our way. And with few I meant four, which completed the team. I guess we couldn't pick out who to bring this time, though I was sure we would in the future.

Among the four was a young male sting tail who had always been curious about humans. A male rock body. A female flaming body and a small female snapper. I wasn't so happy with that one. First of all they were annoying, second, they couldn't carry big things. But, like I said, we couldn't pick so it had to do. Maybe my human knew something to make the snapper carry more.

"I thank you for your cooperation," I said.

They nodded, looking curiously at the human.

"Seems like you got shot out the air at last," the male rock body said.

I let out an offended snort and spread my wings as I announced we were leaving for the hunt.
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><p><strong>Chapter 2: Leader of the dragon raid<strong>

Hiccup crawled out from under the protective wings of his partner who was already in a deep sleep. Carefully, so not to wake him or any other dragon around, he made his way through the many tunnels to the deeps of the mountain. Stepping over tails or any other limb every so often. At last he had arrived at his destination, the centre of the mountain where they would feed their queen.

With a sigh Hiccup sat down on a nearby rock and peered down the pit. He really wanted to call out to the queen to ask for her guidance, but he was afraid he would wake her. Something he really didn't want, also he felt bad about bothering the queen with his problems, so he remained silent and just sat there, trying to forget about these confusing thoughts he kept on having. For two years he had been serving his queen and these stupid thought were getting to him badly. More and more each day.

As if she had felt his discomfort, the queen's head suddenly appeared before him. With wide eyes he stared at her, hoping he had not waken her, though he was certain he didn't make a noise that could have woken her up.

"What brings you here, my dear human skinned?"

For a moment Hiccup did not know what to say, which was mostly because he didn't know where to start. It had been bothering him for so long.

Before he even opened his mouth, he stood up and bowed for her.

"Forgive me for bothering you at such an hour, my queen."

"Human skinned, it is still early in the evening. The dragon of the sun barely left us. Now tell me, what's bothering you? I know that something has been bothering you for the longest time, I can feel that, but you never came to me. I trusted you would if you find it was becoming too much and couldn't find the answer on your own. And now here you are. So tell me," she said with a sweet voice.

Hiccup could not believe his ears, but smiled a little. The queen was so good to him.

"Why am I the only human skinned around?" he then formed his question.

In the beginning it did not bother him much, but now it certainly did. He knew he was a dragon, just as much as every dragon around, but he looked different. He looked like a human. Sure it helped a lot during raids, not only because he would have easier access to buildings, but also because he could speak their language. Though he didn't use it often.

When he came here for the first time, the queen actually thought he was a human. And the human outside the mountain made him think so as well. Yet, he did not feel like a human at all. He didn't like being on the ground for starters.

The queen smiled at him.

"You are a rare kind of dragon, because you were born in the wrong body. It does not happen often. You might even be a rarer kind than the shadow of the night, he too is the only one of his kind here."

He hadn't thought about that.

"Why am I born in the wrong body? I… I don't like this body," he mumbled looking at his feet.

He didn't want to be disrespectful to his queen, but he just felt so confused.

"That I do not know. But know this, my dear human skinned, you are just as much a dragon as every other dragon around, no matter what you look like. And I really appreciate you coming here, to my nest. You and your other half."

Hiccup knew she was referring to the shadow of the night, his partner. The shadow of the night could not fly without him and he wouldn't have the ability of flight without the shadow of the night.

"So don't worry yourself over what body you are born in. And if other dragons feel like bothering you about it, they shall be punished."

"No dragon is bothering me about it, my queen. They all accepted me the way I am… I guess I just didn't accept the way I am myself, because… I just want to fit in. Be like the others…" his voice trailed off.

"You are so much more than the average dragon, my human skinned one. You do not stand out by what you look like, but by your skills as does the shadow of the night. Which is why I made you two the leaders of the raids. Never have the raids been so successful with less deaths too. All because of you, human skinned, your planning, your understanding of humans and your ability to get what you need from them."

Hiccup had to blush, being praised like that by the queen wasn't something that happened often. Although he still had questions, he felt much better now.

The queen softly nudged him with her snout, being ever so careful not to hurt him.

"Thank you, my queen," he whispered as he placed a hand on her scales, feeling honoured to be allowed to touch her.

"Anytime, human skinned, now off you go. You need plenty of rest for the raid tomorrow."

She gave him another nudge that he should leave, which he did after bowing to her. He went back through the tunnels, but didn't feel like sleeping yet. So instead went outside the mountain. He knew his other half was going to complain, especially if he stayed outside for most of the night. They had to wake up early for the raid after all. Yet, it didn't care him that much right now.

He let himself slide down the mountain and remained seated once he was at the pebble beach. Watching the stars appear in the sky. He had been so focussed on looking up and enjoying that view, he hadn't heard someone coming closer.

"Hiccup, is Toothless around?"

The boy looked to his side and saw a woman there. She had been at the island longer than he had been. Unlike him, she was truly a human, not human skinned, and she was terrified of dragons. Even the four winged one that was looking after her, although she did not know that he assumed. It was because of the four winged she had something like a house at the other side of the beach, somewhere between rocks. It was build out of scrap material of boats of Vikings.

She referred to him as Hiccup and often told him it was his name and she was in fact his mother. Neither he believed. Especially now after his conversation with the queen he felt more like a dragon than a human. So this woman could not be his mother.

Toothless was the name she gave to his other half, the shadow of the night. When he had asked her why she was calling him that, calling it a weird name since clearly the shadow of the night was not toothless, she had told he himself had given the dragon that name. When he had told that story to his other half, it needed ten minutes to stop laughing.

Often he had told her his name was not Hiccup and the dragon's name was not Toothless and then she would get a sad expression on her face and sigh miserably. Sometimes whispering I'm sorry. He really had no idea what that was sorry about or why she would say that to him, though he never asked.

The woman was a slave basically. Hiccup often ordered her to make medicines of herbs he brought with him at times when dragons got hurt during battle. Before, when he hadn't been part of the nest, those dragons would die in pain, but with him, more dragons managed to survive. Although it would have gone quicker if she would help out treating the wounds as well.

"His name is not Toothless," Hiccup replied in his human tongue, "and he's asleep."

He continued to watch the stars again, while she sat down beside him. Giving him that same worried face she would always give him.

"What is it?" he eventually asked getting annoyed by her staring.

"I want you to leave this island, go as far as possible and don't come back."

"And leave the queen?" he replied offended she would even suggest such a thing.

"You are not a dragon, you are a human. You're my son and if this is the only way I can protect you then so be it. Please Hiccup, I don't know how, but she is controlling you," she said sounding desperate, trying to touch him, but he slammed her hand away.

"I'm not a human, I'm a dragon. And everything I do is out of my own free will."

With tears in her eyes she shook her head. She whispered her usual I'm sorry, stood up and left. Leaving Hiccup in a pissed off state.

Not much later and also not very surprising the four winged landed near the human skinned. He would always shadow the woman, after all she was his. Hiccup was certain he had heard the entire conversation.

"Perhaps I should just bring you there. Unlike her, you're not afraid of dragons," the four winged stated looking at him with some threatening expression that would chase away other dragons, but not him.

"Ha!" Hiccup laughed and threw the four winged a smirk, "you really think you can? The shadow of the night will kill before you have the change of doing so."

"I won against him before," the four winged roared grinning at him.

Hiccup jumped up as threw the four winged death glares.

"The only reason you won is because he was fatigued. He had been flying for a full day," he snapped at him. Of course he knew about the battle between the shadow of the night and the four winged, that is, everything the shadow of the night told him. Apparently he had been part of it too, but he couldn't remember that part or even the fight.

"There is no way you can win from him and you know it. Every dragon knows it, which is why we are leaders of the raid. You were just damn lucky last time."

The four winged looked at him and it made the human skinned smirk, knowing the four winged knew he wouldn't stand a chance against the shadow of the night. It turned his back to him.

"Do know she is telling the truth. If you ever look for answers, don't ask the queen but me or her. You are not a dragon, no matter how hard the queen is trying to make you believe you are."

The four winged flew away, probably off to watch his human pet. Hiccup only got more annoyed with this conversation.

Frustrated he decided to go back inside and get some sleep, forgetting everything about the woman and the four winged, so he crawled back up the mountain.

Carefully he made his way to the shadow of the night, only stepping on a tail once. As he arrived and wanted to crawl under the wing of his partner, the shadow of the night opened one eye and looked at him.

"Where have you been?"

"Outside," he answered with a mumble, "I couldn't sleep."

The shadow of the night then lifted his wing so Hiccup could easily crawl close. It then enveloped the boy with its wing so to keep him warm.

A few miles away was the village of Berk. Being closest to the dragon nest, it was often raided. Especially the last two years the raids got terrible. It was as if the dragons had gotten smarter. Every time they thought they defeated their mortal enemy, they would find out more food was stolen than they thought. The food storage started changing places, yet the dragons found it every time. The most confusing part about it was that doors were open and nothing was burned. The first time this happened, the one that was supposed to close the doors and lock them got shouted at for not doing a good job. However, soon it was discovered that the doors were fully locked.

Currently the Berk was rather quiet, not because it was early, but because most Vikings were on another hunt to the dragon nest. With recent raid activity more and more understood how necessary it was to find it. The few that left behind were in charge of finding food and defending Berk… and the food. Since Stoick was leading the search, Snotlout was put in charge until his return. Ever since Hiccup had disappeared, he was next in line of chieftainship. Not exactly something everyone liked.

The sun wasn't even up yet, when a shout of one of the lookouts echoed through the village.

"Dragons!" it sounded.

Astrid, who was slumbering, was suddenly wide awake and threw her blanket away. She only needed seconds to get dressed properly and getting her axe. Not soon after she stepped outside the first dragons arrived. The first one coming on her path got an axe right on top of its head and flew off whimpering in pain. She hadn't even seen what kind of dragon it was and simply moved on the next one. Further ahead Snotlout was giving orders to anyone who would listen to him, which actually was only Tuffnut.

Astrid slashed her way around, looking for people who needed help. A nightmare thought sneaking up on her from behind would give him an advantage, but Astrid had felt the heat of his flaming body and twirled around. With one swing with her axe she chopped of his head and moved on to the next dragon. Leaving the limp body.

"Morning, lass," the voice of Gobber sounded way too cheerful according to Astrid.

He used his nifty hammer to slam a terrible terror on its head as Astrid focussed on a gronckle she was fighting.

"Morning. Who is checking on the storage?" Astrid asked.

"Good question. Ask Snotlout."

Astrid let out a frustrated sigh and knocked some dragons down as she search for the annoying chief replacement. Eventually she found him fighting a deadly nadder and was clearly in need for help. Astrid rushed over, jumping over some other fights and chopped of the nadders tail. It let out a loud roar of pain and turned his attention to her. Astrid kept it busy for a short moment, then it fell down.

"Thanks, although I could have done that myself of course," Snotlout smiled at her.

"Sure," Astrid said, not believing it one bit, "who is in charge of checking the food storage is safe?"

"Uh…" Snotlout started.

Astrid knew enough and rushed over to a barn further back in the village. On her way she passed Gobber's cart stocked with weapons ready to grab, she got herself some bolas so she had something to fling at any dragon close to the barn. Throwing her axe was out of the question.

The barn came into view. At first she thought no dragon had come there yet, but then she spotted something dark moving around and flung the bolas right at it. It screaked and fell down. Astrid saw she had hit its tail, which looked strange. The left side had a different colour. Then she noticed something she never thought would see. A human jumped of the dragon's back and gave the bolas a look. Quickly Astrid hid behind some crates, hoping the human hadn't seen her.

What was a human doing on the back of a dragon? Curiously she carefully looked around the crates and saw the person cutting the ropes of the bolas. Then some dragons appeared and the human started talking to them in the same language as the dragons.

Astrid gasped when she realised this. She almost jumped and gave away her location when she heard someone whisper 'by Thor'.

"Gobber," she hissed looking around.

When did he get there? He had his eyes locked on the scene behind the crates. Astrid changed her attention back to it as well and saw the human jumping back on the dragon and dashing off into the woods.

"Well… that explains a lot," Gobber said, "Now I understand why you weren't attacking."

"I was caught off guard," Astrid defended herself with a scoff, "it's not every day you find a human riding a dragon. It's unheard off!"

Gobber agreed with a nod and looked around. Astrid did the same, looking for another dragon to fight, but they all left.

"That guy… he leads those raids," she then whispered as she recalled the human saying something to the dragons.

"How are you so sure its male?"

"I heard him talk… in the dragon language. It definitely sounded male," Astrid said as she put away her axe on her back and made her way back to the centre of the town. She was quickly greeted by Snotlout who had a big grin plastered on his face.

"Hey Astrid, I chased them away," he said, "So let's start fixing up. You help me and- hey!"

Astrid completely ignored Snotlout and walked around to scold some Vikings they had to get their wounds treated first before starting on fixing things. She even saw Ruffnut dragging her brother by his hair to Gothi's place. Astrid pushed some Vikings into the same direction and eventually followed them herself. Not that she was wounded, she was completely fine. She was going to help Gothi out with treating the wounded.

When she entered the building, she greeted Ruffnut who had just finished treating her brother and moved on to the next. Astrid waved the next one in line had to come to her.

It took quite some time. Mostly because none really wanted to sit and wait and had to be called back by either of the three women. Gothi had a very interesting method, she would whack them on the head with her stick. Something that amused others. Astrid simply glared at them, which always made people gulp. Ruffnut would grab them by the hair and drag back. Most Vikings found it funny when she would grab someone's beard for some reason.

Once the wounded were treated, Astrid and Ruffnut left Gothi behind at her home and joined others with fixing buildings. It was boring, but mostly tiring task. The worst part was that they knew in a few days it once again would need fixing.

At sundown, they stopped for the day and Astrid made her way to the great hall to fetch herself some food. Everyone else seemed to have done the same, the line for the food was too long for her taste. With a sigh she waited and when she finally got some food, she walked to the nearest table to sit down and eat. Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Fishlegs were already sitting at it, eating their dinner. Ruffnut looked up when Astrid sat down, she had a grin plastered on her face.

"Have you heard? Gobber said he saw a black dragon which he thinks is a night fury and it had a human riding on its back! Can you believe that," the girl started.

"I think he drank too much, there is no way he could have seen a night fury. Especially not one with a rider. The whole idea of riding a dragon is absurd," Fishlegs commented.

"Actually it sounds rather cool," Tuffnut grinned.

"Ya right, like riding dragons would ever happen," his sister laughed at him.

Astrid remained silent. So it had been a night fury? How did Gobber know? No-one knew what a night fury looked like. She knew it was around somewhere since she heard it destroy quite a few buildings, but still.

"Earth to Astrid!" Ruffnut called her out of her thoughts, "What are you spacing out for?"

"I'm not spacing out, I was thinking and what Gobber said is right."

All three of them stopped eating and stared at her with shocked faces. Everyone knew Gobber liked story telling so you shouldn't take everything he says seriously. But when Astrid says it was true, that was a complete different story.

"It was a black dragon, as dark as the night itself, which is why I didn't see it at first. Though there was something off with its tail… A guy was riding it. He also ordered the other dragons around."

Now they all just gaped at her.

"A guy?" Ruffnut eventually said.

Astrid nodded and took a bite from her food as she tried to recall what the dragon looked like.

"Was he handsome?"

Astrid choked on her food and gave her friend a deadly glare, while Ruff only laughed at her.

"I was too busy thinking about why a human was riding a dragon to take a good look at his looks!" she snapped at her after she was done coughing.

"Oh come on, I know you're a shield maiden and all, but you can at least look at guys thinking they are hot or handsome. You know you can combine the two," Ruffnut grinned.

Tuffnut and Fishlegs carefully retreated, not willing to listen to any more of this conversation and Astrid really wanted to do the same, but knew Ruff would just follow her. So she kept on eating her dinner in silence as Ruff tried all sorts of methods to get her to speak.

"You're no fun at all, you know that," Ruffnut eventually sighed.

Astrid shrugged, "I am just not willing to devote my life to a guy, okay. If my parents think I am willing to marry any man, I'm gonna end up with Snotlout."

Ruffnut stared at her for a moment before she burst into laughter.

"You and Snotlout, that is impossible."

"Exactly," Astrid now grinned as well.

At least Ruffnut agreed with her. They talked for another half hour, mostly making fun of Snotlout and his terrible decisions, before they said their goodbyes to each other. Astrid made her way to the smithy. She wanted to get her axe sharpened and ask about the night fury. To her luck Gobber was still hammering away. Next to him was a pile of weapons that were either bend or broken.

"Hey, Gobber," Astrid greeted.

The man stopped and looked up, "Oh hello, Astrid. What can I do fur ya?"

Astrid gave a look at the pile of weapons he still had left to fix as she got her own from her back.

"It only need sharpening," she said as she handed over her favourite axe.

Gobber sighed, nodded and took it from her.

"At days like these I miss my right hand," commented.

"Uhm… I think the hammer is rather useful, though it's your left hand," Astrid said in an attempt to cheer him up a little.

He gave her a weak smile and started on sharpening her axe.

"I meant Hiccup."

Astrid said nothing. She watch the man sharpening her axe. She knew the disappearance of Hiccup had hurt Gobber the most. The boy had left a note to him and him only. Not his father, no Gobber. No-one knew what had happened to the boy, which made it harder to coop with. Not just for Gobber, but also for the Chief. Everyone thought that Hiccup was either eaten by a dragon, which was the most tragic option since his mother had died that way as well, or he had fallen off a cliff somewhere. Astrid felt somewhat guilty over Hiccup's disappearance, because of what Tuffnut had said and because of what her mother had said. Now that she was older she felt ashamed of her stupid younger self. These days it would have been nice to have someone who could easily take down dragons as Hiccup could. She was sure the only reason he hadn't been able to knock them down that time was because they weren't trained for dealing with more than one dragon yet.

When dragon training had continued it was Astrid who got the honour of killing a dragon, but not in the dragon training arena. Just when that ritual was about to start, there was another raid. She got to kill two dragons that night and even more ever since. She had lost count over the years.

"Here ya go, all sharpened," Gobber said and gave her her axe back.

Astrid studied it, swung it around a little and then placed it back on her back.

"How did you know it was a night fury," she then asked, not going around it.

Again Gobber stopped his work again and signed her to follow him. He let her to the small backroom where Hiccup used to work. Astrid knew he had drawn his crazy ideas there. The one time she had entered it when Hiccup was still around the place was filled with drawings everywhere. Now the walls were empty as was the desk. Gobber opened the drawer of the desk and took a piece of paper.

"Remember that night Hiccup said he shot down a night fury?"

Astrid nodded, but wasn't sure where he was going with this.

"Well he actually did. I found this last year when I… well… uh here."

Gobber handed the piece of paper to Astrid. Astrid looked from Gobber to the paper and saw it had several drawings. It was clearly Hiccup's doing and it was very well drawn. Detailed too. The dragon she had seen earlier that day indeed looked like this.

"You're right. This looks like the dragon we saw this morning."

She gave the paper back and Gobber put it back in the drawer.

"Perhaps that night fury is the reason he is gone," Gobber sighed.

"Gobber, he left a note to you, he planned on leaving."

"Yes, I know that, lass. But he could have met up with that dragon again and it took revenge. Who knows?"

"The rider might know?" Astrid mumbled.

Gobber rapidly looked around to her.

"Don't ya dare going after that thing."

"It's dangerous having a night fury around. Right now it's wounded. Neither of them can leave the island. Not taking this opportunity would be a waist. Stoick would go after it."

"Aye, he would, but then all the warriors are back on the island and he goes with a big group of Vikings. Right now we have limited people and to be honest Snotlout isn't the best dragon killer around. We need you."

Astrid let out a snort when he mentioned Snotlout and could only agree on that point.

"Well thanks for sharpening my axe and showing me that picture," Astrid said and left the small room.

"Don't ya go after them!" Gobber shouted at her.

Astrid waved at him that she heard him. Although she wasn't sure if she would follow his advice. For now she had to think about it, so she went her way home.

The house was silent, since both her parents joined the search. With a sigh she dropped on her bed and closed her eyes. Soon sleep enveloped her.

Hiccup looked down with a smile. The raid was going according to plan, as always. He saw how the Vikings focussed on the first attack, giving him and his other half an opportunity to destroy some of the buildings, while some snappers were searching for the stocked food.

One snapper soon came back and told them about a barn further ahead. So the human skinned and shadow of the night flew to it, not being noticed by anyone at all.

"There it is," Hiccup said with a grin.

Just when the shadow of the night wanted to make a dive and land, something hit his tail and it hurt him greatly. He let out a loud screech of pain as he tumbled down. Hiccup tried his best to at least make it somewhat descent landing. He jumped of the back of his other half and studied the damage for a second before looking around, though he could not find any human nearby.

"Whoever did this, is to be killed," the shadow of the night growled.

Hiccup nodded agreeing as he got a knife and started cutting the ropes of the bolas that had wrapped around the shadow of the night's tail fins. Some of the dragons had seen what had happened and rushed over.

"Are you two alright?" a worried female flaming body asked.

She had been the same flaming body who had joined them during their first raid and it shocked her to see that they were taken down. It never happened before.

"Ya, but he can't fly like this," Hiccup replied.

"We can carry you?" another dragon replied.

"Over my dead body I am going to be carried!" the shadow of the night growled back at them.

"Grab what you can grab and retreat," Hiccup ordered and then turned his attention to one of the snappers, "Tell the queen we can't fly for now, but will soon be back. I'm fixing this problem, but it might take a few days."

The snapper nodded, but like all dragons remained there.

"Retreat! That's an order!" Hiccup then shouted.

With that the dragons left as Hiccup quickly jumped back on his other half, who then dashed into the woods. They were forced to run instead of fly.

"Use your tail to wipe out our tracks," Hiccup told his dragon partner.

"Do you realize how painful that is?!" the shadow of the night snapped at him.

"Yes, but do you want to be found by humans?"

The shadow of the night let out some grumbles that he didn't want to be found but didn't like the plan at all. Nonetheless, he swiped his tail around over the leafs and scattered them as much as he could so not to make them look stepped on.

After ten minutes of running he slowed down and they started searching for a place they could spend the day. It had to have water, food and protection.

"How about that over there," the human skinned dragon said as he looked to the left.

The shadow of the night walked in the direction his partner was looking at and stopped at the edge of a cove. Below was water and plenty of hiding spots so humans wouldn't spot them. Food was a question, but the human skinned could always hunt for some boar. Entering it wasn't easy though.

"I'll glide in," the shadow of the night said.

Hiccup agreed and got of him so it was easier for him. As his other half took of gliding, he climbed down the rocks. The landing was rather unprofessional. Hiccup walked up to his other half who was studying his tail.

"Please tell me I'm not going to loose my other tail-fin now as well," asked Hiccup with a desperate and panicking tone.

Hiccup carefully studied the tail-fin. It was had some scratches, but other than that it was fine. The same couldn't be said about the prostatic one. It was ripped in several places. Then again, the bolas had been mostly around the prostatic tailfin, so they were in luck. It would take a while to fix it though.

"You'll be fine. I'll gather some herbs so we can heal the few wounds properly. The prostatic one needs fixing though. I guess I can steal some material from the village."

The shadow of the night didn't like that idea, but knew they had no other choice. The human skinned left to gather the right herbs. As he walked around the forest, he made sure not to be spotted by any human, although they would easily mistake him for one of them, he wasn't in the mood of meeting one. He soon found some comfrey that would improve healing and took a few leafs from it. Digging out the roots would show that he had been there, taking some leafs would not be seen so easily. He continued walking and suddenly a shudder ran over his spine. He stood still as he looked around, but finding anyone. Then he heard the queen's dismay, though very soft and realized they were in big trouble once they got back. It gave him another shudder and he quickly searched around for some other plant that could help heal the wounds on his other half.

He located a plantain and once again got some leafs of it as well and then made his way back to the shadow of the night. He found the dragon licking his wounds, which improved the healing process as well on top of it infections were less likely to appear.

Hiccup search around for some good stone to crush the leaves with. It took some time before the leafs were perfectly crushed and mixed with some of the shadow of the night his salvia. The human skinned got some cloth from the bag that was tied to the saddle on the black dragon. It always had useful items in it.

"Now sit still," he told the shadow of the night, who glared at him offended that he was being treated like a small hatchling.

Hiccup applied the paste of herbs and salvia and wounded the cloth around it. After that he started to unhook the prostatic tail-fin and started drawing in the sand with a stick, making calculations in his head to find out what he was going to need to fix this. It wasn't something his other half was overly interested in so he took a nap.

It took him about an hour to figure out what he had to do, but he definitely needed to enter the village for it. Luckily he knew exactly where he could find everything, since he raided the place so often.

He dropped the stick and walked over to his other half, where he sat down against, half waking the dragon. It was still day, so it was too dangerous to enter the village. The human skinned would wait until it was night. For now he could use a nap as well.

Astrid sat up straight and looked around only to find herself in her own bedroom. With a sigh she let herself fall back on her pillow. It was just a nightmare, but a horrible one too. For a moment she thought she was killed by a night fury and his rider. She completely hated the idea of that creature walking around somewhere on the island, to the point that it gave her nightmares even.

She rolled around and tried to get some more sleep, but couldn't really. After thirty minutes of trying she decided to get up and just get breakfast and be done with her chores for the day so she could go hunt after that darn devil. Then it wouldn't haunt her in her dreams anymore.

When outside, she let out a sigh, it was still dark. Way too early to get breakfast. Just when she was about to go back in and give sleep yet another try, she saw something move in the shadows. First she thought her mind was playing with her, but then she saw a figure heading to the forge. Not trusting it she followed it carefully. Once close to the forge, she made sure she made no sound as she approached the building. She listened as well as she could, but heard nothing. Then someone exited the building and stood right in front of her. He had noticed her too and dashed away quickly. Astrid, a little surprised she got a glimpse of the guy, quickly pursued. He left the village and entered the forest, but Astrid knew the forest by heart, after all she had been living here her whole life. However, it was as if this guy knew the forest just as well as she did. All of a sudden she had lost him, panting a little she stood still and looked around in the hope she would find some trace of him. Branches misplaced, stepped on leafs, anything would do, yet she found nothing. Cursing to herself she went back home.

Hiccup looked down and made sure to make no noise. He hadn't expected a human to be up at this hour. They wouldn't wake until another two hours he thought. He heard her curse to herself. It made him smile. He waited another five minutes before climbing out of the tree and making his way back to the cove.

"Where are you going?"

Astrid looked around to find Ruffnut, looking curiously at her. She wasn't sure if she should tell her friend what she was up to. Ever since that morning where she chased that guy, her mind had been set on finding him for sure. And kill him and the night furry. She could use some help with that, yes, but she didn't want Ruffnut to get hurt. Eventually she decided she needed at least someone to know where she was headed and what her plan was, in case things went wrong.

"I'm going to look for the night fury and the rider," she stated, "but don't tell anyone."

"What? I can't come with you?" Ruffnut asked sounded a bit disappointed.

Astrid shook her head, "If I stay away too long, come find me."

"How unfair," Ruffnut scoffed, "but fine. I hope you end up in trouble."

Astrid gave her a weak smile and set off to the forest. She went back to place where she lost the guy and started her search from there. Since she wasn't pursuing she had to rely on tracks this time. Hopefully she could find them easier now that it was lighter.

She studied every leaf, branch, stone, tree and plant, but had to give up when it started to get too dark. Disappointed she returned back to the village and went to the great hall to fetch herself something to eat. She joined Ruffnut who was almost done with her dinner and looked at her when she sat down.

"Any luck?"

Astrid shook her head.

"Any luck with what?" Snotlout asked and dropped himself next to Astrid.

"Nothing of your concern acting chief. Just looking for some plants. You know, for medicine."

Snotlout immediately lost interest and started talking to Tuffnut about some food supply. Ruffnut gave Astrid a grin and finished the last of her food.

The next day late in the afternoon Astrid set out once more. After an hour of searching she found something, a scale. Searching around more she found another one and now knew what direction they went in. While walking, searching for more tracks and keeping her guard up, she thought of where they could be. They needed a place with water, food and perhaps shelter. A place where they wouldn't be spotted easily. Looking around she knew everywhere around here they could be spotted easily. Perhaps a cave or a ravine.

"Wait a second… there should be a cove around here somewhere," she whispered to herself.

Increasing her speed she set of to the cove and couldn't believe she hadn't thought of it before. As she neared, she slowed down and watched her step. Making no sound she approached the cove and peered inside as soon as she could. A grin appeared on her face when she spotted the black dragon. Two steps closer and she saw the guy, but what was he doing? She stepped closer, trying to see, but quickly hid behind a tree when she saw the slightest movement of looking into her direction.

The human skinned rubbed some sweat from his forehead as he looked at his work. He was nearly done, so hopefully they could go back today. It depended on the tail-fin of his other half, who was currently sniffing the air. Hiccup got on guard, though did not give this away. He simply looked at his companion.

"There is a human here," the shadow of the night said in a calm matter, "it's alone."

"I'll go take care of that then. Can't have it tell anyone where we are."

Hiccup placed his work away and looked around, to see if he could spot the human, but it was no-where to be seen. The black dragon told him where to find it as he quickly climbed out of the cove. Once out he pulled a knife and went into the direction he could find the human, making no noise as he walked the path. He decided to ambush it from behind, like he usually does. One quick stab with his dagger would be enough to kill it in a few minutes. It didn't take long to find his prey, it was female and she was peering into the cove, as she hid partly behind a tree. Her movements told him she was looking for him. With his knife ready he slowly approached her as he focused on her. He raised his arm to do the dirty work, but found his hand shaking. It confused him, since that never happened before. She stepped closer to the cove, not noticing his presence.

Now his arm started shaking a little as if his body was telling him he would regret killing her. Why, he wondered. This never happened before. Why couldn't he kill her? He had to in order to protect himself and his other half. What was wrong with him?

Hiccup started to panic a little as he realized he had to do something and quickly, before she would turn around and see him. With a swift movement he then turned around the blade and hit the haft against the side of her head. He watched her fall down unconscious and let out a sigh. Now he had time to think of what to do. Well, at least some time. He turned his knife again so he was holding it correctly again and stared at it for a moment before looking at her again. With his foot he rolled her to her back and kneeled down, holding the dagger near her throat. His hand was shaking as everything in him told him not to continue with this. Annoyed and confused he put his knife away and picked up the woman, carrying her into the cove.

The shadow of the night looked at him with a questioning expression.

"What are you planning on doing with her?"

"I don't know yet," Hiccup answered with a mumble as he searched the back for a rope.

"Why didn't you kill her?"

"I… I couldn't… every time I tried my body started shaking. Everything in me is telling me not to kill her," Hiccup blurted as he looked at the shadow of the night with a helpless face, hoping the dragon would know what was wrong with him.

"This never happened before," he continued with a trembling voice.

"Should I kill her then?"

"No!" Hiccup said quickly, too quickly for even his own taste.

Something was definitely wrong with him, why did he want to spare this human's life? Frustrated he went with both his hand through his hair as he walked around a bit.

"No… just… I'll tie her up for now. Maybe we can use her," he ended up mumbling.

The shadow of the night watched the human skinned tying up the female. He then placed her in a sitting position against a rock and started gathering wood for a fire. The black dragon watched the woman for a while, not understanding what was so different about her that it made his other half unable to kill her. There had to be something, but what?


	4. Chapter 3: Human skinned dragon
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><p><strong>Chapter 3: Human-skinned dragon<strong>

Astrid tried opening her eyes as she wondered what had happened. She remembered looking into the cove finding the night fury and its rider. She remembered hiding behind a tree so not to be spotted, hoping that the wind wouldn't carry her scent to the two. She remembered she couldn't find the rider when looking again. Right, that's where she'd made a mistake. She had been scanning the cove intensely in the hopes of finding the rider and then… blackness. Her head throbbed a bit so she could guess what happened. A smack to the head most likely. How could she have been so stupid to not keep her guard up? It was such a beginner's mistake. She had been so focussed on the dragon and thinking the rider wouldn't leave the cove unless she saw him do so, that she completely forgot about him sneaking out when she wasn't looking for a short moment. Actually, she was lucky. He could have killed her.

She blinked a few times and saw a pair of big green eyes staring at her. If she hadn't been tied up, which she hadn't noticed till just now, she would have jumped or backed away. Or better yet, swing her axe if she had it. The pair of eyes belonged to the night fury. He was studying her with some sort of sceptical look. It gave her shivers and she wiggled around to see if she could get rid of the rope, but found herself in a tight situation. The rope wouldn't budge at all, in fact it was getting tighter and the dragon in front of her lifted its lips, showing its teeth as he let out a soft growl. She stopped her attempt and saw the night fury look over to his tail. Astrid followed his gaze and found the rider. The night fury growled something to him and the rider replied with the same roaring and clacking language.

Astrid was certain the dragon just told him that she was awake, but the rider continued his business and didn't even give her a look. She looked at what he was doing and saw him fumbling with something that looked like a dragon's tailfin. Studying the dragon, she found out that he was in fact missing one tailfin. The one in the rider's hands must be a prosthetic one, it explained why she thought the tail looked odd.

She looked around some more, but kept an eye on the rider and the night fury. Apparently she was in the cove. It was already night, so a small fire not far away from them cast dancing shadows around the cove's walls. She wondered how long she had been out and worried that maybe Ruffnut was already looking for her. Please let her not stumble upon this scene. That girl would never let her forget this.

Her eyes fell upon scribbles in the sand. It had runes, drawings, and calculations she didn't understand. So this guy knew runes, then perhaps she could communicate with him. She looked back at him, he seemed to be done with the prosthetic as he closed it and climbed over the night fury's tail. Now for the first time she could properly see his face. Sure she had seen a flash of him when she busted him at the forge, but not long enough to really see what he looked like.

He brushed his reddish hair back as he started attaching the leather tailfin to the night fury. His face lit up in the faint firelight and Astrid noticed freckles. He had a determined and focussed look on his face as he worked and softly spoke to himself in nonsense Astrid could not understand. She wasn't even sure if it was dragon language either. She sat there silently watching him work. Somehow she wasn't even scared anymore, even with the night fury right in front of her.

Once the prosthetic tailfin was attached, he started connecting wires and once done with that he tested his work. He seemed satisfied because he gave the dragon a big bright smile as he said something to him. The dragon roared something back and then looked over to Astrid again. This time the rider did too. Now that he was done with his work, he could focus on her and Astrid wasn't sure if she liked that. Two pairs of green eyes were looking at her.

"Uhm… so… uh who are you?" Astrid asked as an attempt to start a conversation.

She wasn't really good in the talking part, she would rather smash her axe into any problem for an easy solution, but that obviously wasn't going to work here. She was tied up and had no clue where her axe was, to start off with.

"We don't have names," he answered, crawling over his partner and sitting against the side of the black dragon.

Now that he talked a human language, thankfully he spoke her language too, she had the feeling she knew that voice.

"Are you going to eat me?" she carefully asked as she tried to figure out why she recognized the voice.

He gave her a grin, "I don't exactly like the taste of human flesh. What about you bud?"

He looked over to the night fury who huffed, better known as a no, and then dropped his head on the ground.

"Nope, we don't eat humans," he grinned.

Astrid let out a sigh of relieve.

"Perhaps the queen eats humans," he then mumbled.

She looked at him with wide eyes and some newfound fear coming over her. She tried getting the knots loose again, not liking the situation she was in. She could do absolutely nothing. Her only possible escape from being food for some dragon queen would be talking him out of it. Her life was in his hands and she really didn't like that thought.

"So uh… what queen?" Astrid asked to keep him talking.

"Yes, the queen we work for, she's at our nest. She looks after the dragons and all we have to do is bring food in return."

She stopped fumbling with the rope, since it was hopeless and looked at him again.

"You mean you steal food from us," she stated slightly pissed.

"Piling up food in some building, very smart," the dragon rider snorted sarcastically.

"Exactly! In a building, our building. It's not yours to just take as you please!"

"You Vikings trespassed on our lands, that land wasn't yours to take either!" he shouted back.

Astrid bit her lip, he had a good point.

"And then you think you can simply chase us away. Then look for our home, losing plenty of people every time you try to find our nest. Best idea ever!" he continued.

It was then it hit Astrid like a brick. She suddenly could connect everything together. The runes and calculations in the sand, the way he was so focused on his work, the work he was doing in itself, his appearance, his voice and most of all the way he was talking. The undertone of sarcasm and taunt. He was throwing her an annoyed face, but soon turning somewhat afraid and questioning as she stared at him with disbelief. It only confirmed her thoughts more, though she could barely believe it.

"Hiccup?"

His eyes grew wide as he stared at her.

"W-why are y-you calling me that?" he sounded confused, with a hint of fear.

His characteristic stutter, or at least he used to stutter a lot whenever she was around him as far as she could remember. She had heard it plenty of times and it sounded the same now as it did then. This really was Hiccup. After all those years he was actually alive! He grew up which made him almost unrecognizable. He…

She looked over at the dragon who was once again watching her, but with curious eyes this time. It was then she once again realized he was the rider of that dragon. Next to that he could communicate with it in its own language. Hiccup had joined the dragons, their enemy. Would that mean he too was now her enemy? Why would he join the enemy? Wait, he just said they didn't have names, what did that mean?

He looked at her with questioning eyes, still waiting for her to reply. She sighed as she came to the conclusion that he must have lost his memories somewhere along the way. Maybe even four years ago, shortly after running away. All those years she had told herself if he were to return alive, she would apologize to him. She never expected him to come back, but here he was. However, an apology would have no meaning if he did not remember the event she was apologizing for.

"You used to live here," she then told him, noticing herself how sad that actually sounded.

"Impossible," he deadpanned, "I'm a dragon. Dragon's don't live amongst humans."

Now she gaped at him. He actually thought he was a dragon? This was way worse than she thought.

"You're a human, not a dragon."

"I'm a human-skinned dragon. Just looking like a human, but I am a dragon. I'm even a rarer kind of species than the shadow of the night," he told her with a frown.

"Shadow of the night?" she repeated, not understanding what kind of dragon he was talking about.

He pointed to the dragon behind him. Ah, he meant a night fury… so dragons have other names for their species. In a way that actually made sense.

He was staring at her again, it made her feel uncomfortable, but she could see she wasn't the only one. He seemed not to really know what to do with the situation he was in. He had looked rather… scared when she said his name.

"Why did me saying that name scare you?"

Suddenly he looked offended and gave her a glare.

"I'm not scared of anything," he protested, "I was just curious why you, also, would call me that. We have never met before."

"Also? Who else has called you Hiccup?"

"A human slave, back at our nest. She calls the shadow of the night Toothless and if you ask me he is clearly not toothless. She even said that's what I called him, talk about weird. Why would I call him Toothless? Every dragon knows only the holy ones have names."

Astrid gave the night fury another look. It had its eyes closed, but surely wasn't sleeping. When he was mentioned Astrid had seen his… ears? Was that what they were? They moved. She had seen his teeth when he growled at her. She had to agree it was a silly name to give a dragon and wondered how he got to that. Clearly asking wasn't going to give her an answer.

"So why call me Hiccup?" he asked again, getting her out of her thoughts.

She turned to look back at him.

"Like I said, you used to live here on Berk. You're the son of the chief, Stoick the Vast. Your mother was killed by dragons when you were only a baby. If I remember the story correctly it was a stormcutter… wait you don't know the human names for dragons."

Astrid started thinking about what she could remember about stormcutters and then realized stormcutters hadn't been seen ever since. She couldn't recall many details because of that, just one.

"It has four wings… I don't know anymore details," she mumbled.

Hiccup looked at her with a sceptical face.

"Again, dragons don't live among humans. You've got me mixed up with someone else."

Astrid sighed and wondered how she could get him to understand she wasn't mixing him up with anyone. Once again she studied him, as to make sure for herself as well. Her eyes widened a little in surprise when she found a small badge stitched to his belt. It had the crest of the Hairy Hooligans; a curled up monstrous nightmare. One of the most stubborn dragons known.

"I'm not mistaken. You are Hiccup Horrendous Haddock and the proof is on your belt. It's the crest of the Hairy Hooligan tribe. You must have seen the flags earlier on when raiding this place."

The human-skinned one looked at his belt or better said, he looked at the small badge attached to it. It indeed looked like the image on the many flags around the island. Next to the fact that she had just mentioned the four-winged one who carried off his mother, according to her, had matched with what the female slave at the nest had told him. She also had called to him with the same name, told him she was his mother. It confused and annoyed him. He wasn't a human, he was a dragon, but he started to believe that less and less and he hated that. He didn't want to be human, he wanted to be a dragon.

His partner must have noticed his confusion, because he felt a nudge against his arm.

"You are not who she claims you to be," the shadow of the night hummed.

"But… the badge… the four-winged story… even the name… it all matches," he blurted back in his dragon tongue so the human would not understand and not know about his confusion.

"That doesn't mean you are this Hiccup she is claiming you to be."

Hiccup grumbled as he rapidly went through his hair with both his hands, letting out some sounds of frustration. Well so far for keeping his confusion a secret from the human. He didn't care about it anymore though. He just wanted to understand, to get rid of these questions once for all. Not even the queen and her words of yesterday were helping to soothe this confusion.

"Then where was I before I came to the nest? I don't even remember coming to the nest. I don't even remember who I was before I spoke with the queen!" he growled in anger at his partner.

From the corner of his eyes, he could see the human watching him with a questioning and somewhat terrified look. It was probably because she couldn't understand a word he was saying. Her fear increased when the shadow of the night stood up, but he paid the tied up human no mind and only focussed on his human-skinned partner.

"Even I do not remember what I did before I served the queen."

"Why? Why don't you remember?! Back when I first entered the center of the nest, when I stood before our queen for the first time, you said you need me to help you fly! You even said I made that prosthetic tail!"

He jabbed in the direction of the shadow of night's tail who gave him a deadpanned look in return.

"You just fixed it, like a few minutes ago," he said in a low growl.

"Yes! Yes I did, but I don't remember making the thing. I don't even understand why I know all these weird fact things!"

He glared at the shadow of the night, who glared back at him.

"When did we meet? How did we meet? How did I make the prosthetic tail fin? Why did I? Where was I before? How do I know how to use tools? Why do I look like a human, but feel more like a dragon? Why do these humans keep on calling me Hiccup? JUST WHO AM I!"

The black dragon's glare started to falter. There was some truth in his questions. Things were confusing. The difference between the shadow of the night and the human-skinned was that the shadow of the night never gave it any thought. Never even questioned a thing, he simply followed the orders of the queen and got a home in return. Now, with the human-skinned's questions, he started to question himself why he never asked these questions. Why did he not even have any memories of before. He closed his eyes and tried to remember that night they first walked up to the queen together. He tried to fixate on the pieces of memories he could remember back then.

His eyes snapped open in agony and he shook his head wildly, remembering pain. It hurt so very much, the moment he thought he had grasped even the tiniest bit, a shot of pain was going through his brain. Why?

His partner gave him a questioning look.

"I… I don't know. I can't remember," he gave as answer to his questions, "It hurts to remember."

"It hurts?" the human-skinned repeated confused, "when I try to remember all I get is nothingness… blank thoughts… okay, I remember things such as runes or strange calculations which I understand for some reason. I remember the names of buildings, of Vikings, of names of trees or fruits or fish… simple facts."

Defeated, the human-skinned sat down and stared at the ground with a frown. He pulled out his knife and started drawing random lines in the sand. Next to him he heard his partner sigh. The next moment a black tail smudged the human-skinned's random lines, much to his annoyance.

"It does not matter who you were before, or even who I was before," the black dragon then stared with a serious tone, "Maybe you were this person these humans are claiming you to be, maybe you are not. It doesn't matter, because it is in the past. It's not who you are now. You are a dragon now, a leader of raids and a very skillful one at that. Skills unknown to any other dragon, which makes you very valuable and high of ranks. Now you have two options; wallowing in your questions and asking her who she thinks you are or ask that slave who she thinks you are, trying to be who you used to be. The other option being to decide for yourself who you are. So I ask you, are you human or are you dragon?"

The human-skinned blinked as he stared at his partner. He hadn't ever expected those words from him, but suddenly felt so much lighter. He could choose who he wanted to be? He never thought of it that way. He had been too caught up in his questions to see such a possibility. And his partner was right, he was a valuable addition to the nest. He possessed knowledge beyond any other dragon. It didn't matter where that knowledge had come from.

"What do you choose to do now?" his other half asked.

The boy remained silent for a while and grinned a bit. He played with his knife.

"Dragon. I choose to be a dragon and therefor…"

He turned to look at the woman who had been watching them as he stopped playing with his knife, now holding it firmly. Her eyes grew wide in terror as he stood up and stepped towards the girl. She managed to crawl back a little, but soon hit a rock and she cursed under her breath.

"Hiccup, no wait," she pleaded.

He was not Hiccup. If he once was, he was no longer that person. It somehow felt freeing to let go of those questions that had been haunting him. He never thought he could just pick what he wanted to be.

She paled as he kneeled down in front of her and closed her eyes when he came closer with the knife. But instead of going to her throat as he intended, he cut her cheek. Blood dripped down from his knife as he looked at her with a frown. He still could not kill this person. His hand was shaking and his heart was racing and he could feel it was not because of the excitement of killing. So perhaps there was some truth in her words, he once was a person who lived on this island. Yet, that was no longer the case and he wouldn't want to live among them either. Dragon killing, Viking scum was what they all were.

Angry with himself and her, he threw the knife away letting out a growl. She looked at him with a pale face and big terrified eyes. Her mouth opened for a moment, but she quickly closed it.

The human-skinned got back to his feet and got his knife as he reasoned that somewhere in the back of his mind his old self was stopping him from killing this woman. Very well, then he had to do this another way. He was not letting his human life, if he ever had one, get in the way of serving his queen. He won't risk letting her go back to the village and tell about him and the queen. His partner could easily do the killing, but his pride was hurt because he couldn't do so. No, he would kill this human himself.

I was watching him ruffle his hair. It ended up looking like he just got out of bed. Clearly my words had confused him, maybe he remembered something? I could only hope for that. I watched him as he argued with his dragon. His growling shouts in the dragon tongue made me shudder in fear at points. It's that I knew this was Hiccup that I wouldn't be outright terrified at this point. Any other Viking would, especially when being tied up and a dragon giving you a glare every now and then. No, I was certain I would get myself out of here by talking to him. I mean, this was Hiccup… he wouldn't even hurt a fly. He had to at least remember something of being human, right?

I completely forgot about that thought when the dragon stood up. For a terrifying moment I thought he had ordered his night fury to blast me. But it focused on Hiccup only and completely seemed to ignore me now. Their talk went on and I started to feel nervous. I wasn't much of a talker myself, but at least I would like to understand what was being said. Right now I was in the dark. For all I knew they could be discussing on how to get rid of me. The thought made me shudder once more and I pushed it away, though they seemed to be arguing over something. No-one would believe me if I ever told this back home. I wouldn't believe it myself, I was barely believing it even when seeing this. Then they both went silent and I gulped when I saw Hiccup grab his pocket knife. It also confused me once again how he was thinking he was a dragon while he could speak a human language and use items like that dagger. It didn't make any sense to me.

Their talk suddenly became calm and I still had no idea what it had been about. I stopped breathing for a moment when their gazes suddenly turned to me. Oh gods, they had been planning on how to kill me for real!

As any normal person would do in this situation, I kicked with my feet to back away, that was until I felt something hard behind me. I gave a quick glance over my shoulder and found a rock there, just my luck. Silently I cursed at it and brought my focus back to Hiccup who was nearing me with his dagger in hand. He was really planning to kill me?

"Hiccup, no wait," I tried. I could hear my own voice tremble.

He didn't stop and I would be lying if said I wasn't afraid. In fact I was downright terrified and one hundred percent sure I was going to die at that moment. I stopped breathing and closed my eyes to not watch what he was going to do, it was some sort of reflex. The sheer fear was taking control over my body. Something that never happened to me before and it only added to my fear. I could move nothing, even while I was mentally telling my legs to just kick him away, my legs just wouldn't move. Then I felt something sharp and thought I was done for, but realized he hadn't gone to my throat but my… cheek? Why did he cut my cheek? I dared to breathe again and opened my eyes just in time to see him look frustrated with himself and throwing his dagger away. I opened my mouth, trying to say something, trying to plead him to not do this. I wanted to tell him I wouldn't tell the others, I wouldn't even try to hurt him when he came again. But not a single word left my lips.

Confused and still shaking I watched him go to the knife. He pulled it out of the sand and looked back at me over his shoulder. His wild, raw look made shivers run through my body. This was no longer the Hiccup I knew. He indeed was a dragon, I could see it in those eyes. There was absolutely nothing human about him anymore but his looks. And this Hiccup… no this human-skinned dragon as he had called himself, was going to kill me one way or another.

I looked away from him, trying to accept my fate. Trying to accept that the real Hiccup was gone and was replaced with some dragon speaking… thing. The issue was, I couldn't. I didn't like giving up, no matter how bad the situation looked I always fought my way out. However, the situation I was in now was so absolutely terrifying that I didn't know a way out. Hiccup was willing to kill me and the night fury would kill me if I did something to Hiccup, I was certain of that. Also my body still wouldn't listen to me.

So when Hiccup came near once more, mostly likely to kill me since he was trying to a moment ago, I simply sat there. Terrified, with a shaking body, but kept my eyes open this time. At least I would die with some honour. It surprised me when he pulled me to my feet, mumbling the words "Get up," to me and then continued speaking in grunts and growls to the night fury who seemed just as confused as I was. After some chatting between the two they seemed to agree on something. Then, with a quick swipe of his knife he cut the ropes that had been keeping my arms on my back.

For a moment I couldn't do a thing, too surprised to do so. He used that moment to grab me by my chin and made me look at him.

"Run as fast as you can and pray to your gods we won't find you," he whispered with a dangerous tone.

I had no clue what game he was suddenly playing, but got all control back over my body and punched him hard in his stomach, making him collapse to his knees before making a run for it as he had suggested. Praying the night fury wouldn't fire one of those plasma blasts at me.

Clumsy, for I was still shaking with fear, I made my way out of the cove and ran as fast as I could into the direction of the village. If they followed and I managed to get there in time, then I would just shout out loud and people would come help me. At least I would stand a chance then.

I almost fell over some roots of trees and tried to focus on what was in front of me instead of what was following me. The sound of leaves being stepped on startled me, especially since it was in front of me. I immediately slowed down, until I could make out the figure of Ruffnut in the dim starlight.

"Astrid?" she asked.

I dashed towards her, grasped her wrist and kept on running.

"What's going on?" she asked confused, but I didn't bother to answer.

Then I heard it, the distinct whistling sound of the night fury and it was close. I scanned the area I was at to find something to hide under and found some rock formations that seemed perfect for just that. Without explaining to Ruff what I was doing, I pushed her under the rock and followed after her. To make sure she wouldn't make a noise I pressed my hand on her mouth to shut her up and used my other hand to shut myself up.

The sound of branches breaking nearby made me stop breathing. Please don't let them find us, I begged in silence. I heard nothing aside from the usual sound you hear in a forest at night.

"We'll be back," he suddenly called out, making me jump a little.

After the sounds of branches creaking in a tree, Ruffnut felt Astrid's hand slip from her mouth. At first, when the girl had started to drag her along, she had wanted to know what was going on, but with that whistling sound her question was pretty much answered. They had barely escaped from a dragon. Probably the night fury Astrid had been so determined to find. Not to forget its rider, who just had spoken their language and clearly stated he would come back. Something about the rider's voice sounded familiar, but Ruffnut couldn't place it and wasn't going to dwell on that either. Not with how Astrid suddenly relaxed and sank down, letting out a sigh of relief.

"What… just happened?" Ruffnut asked, only partly understanding the situation.

She glanced at Astrid and could not believe what she was seeing the dim light provided by the stars. Astrid was panting and as she crawled out from their hiding place, Ruffnut swore she looked as pale as a sheet. Terror combined with relief was written all over her face as well. It was an expression she had never seen on her friend's face. After all Astrid Hofferson was not afraid of anything. Yet Ruffnut couldn't see the normally fearless Hofferson as the girl that clumsily made her way to the village. Every so often Astrid had to grab hold on a tree to keep her footing. It was an unreal sight to Ruffnut and though she was tempted to make a mocking comment to make fun of her friend, she did not. Instead she followed in silence and closed the door of Astrid's house when they were there.

Astrid shivered and walked over to the fireplace, throwing some new wood in the dying flames. It soon was a roaring fire again, filling the room with warmth and light. Yet, Ruffnut found Astrid still shaking even when close to the fire.

"Okay enough, Spit it out. What happened out there?" Ruffnut demanded to know.

Astrid looked over to her friend, trying to find what to say to her, but at a loss of words. Eventually she shook her head.

"I don't even know where to start," she mumbled.

Ruffnut simply stared at her and studied the girl from head to toe, then promptly stepped forward and grabbed the arms of her friend.

"How about you start with explaining how you got these burns?"

Astrid looked down with surprise. She hadn't known about the burns until Ruffnut pointed them out.

"Ropes," was all she said as she stared at her red hot skin.

Ruffnut let go of her arms and started gathering things as Astrid carefully touched the red hot skin and then winced. Ruffnut came back with a wet cloth which she placed over both Astrid wrists to cool the burns. Then she pushed Astrid to one of the chairs and ordered her to sit down.

"So, ropes?" Ruffnut said and started mixing an ointment for Astrid's burns.

Astrid let out a sigh.

"Yes, he knocked me out and tied me up."

"I presume you're talking about the dragon rider?" Ruffnut asked as she got the cloth from around her friend's wrists.

She got a nod in return, but Astrid couldn't say a word for a moment as she was gritting her teeth while Ruffnut applied the ointment to her burns. Once that was done she gave her wrists a scowl.

"So what happened next?"

Astrid looked thoughtful and Ruffnut waited for her to answer the question as she wrapped a bandage around the burn marks.

"We… talked. He told me he raids to feed a queen, back at his nest. He believed he was a dragon too. Called himself a human-skinned one."

Ruffnut snorted at this, "That guy clearly hit his head. That or he was raised amongst the dragons, which I highly doubt, they would have eaten him."

Her snorting soon ceased when she saw Astrid glaring at her.

"He was carrying the crest of the Hairy Hooligans," Astrid said.

"Okay… definitely a hit on the head… Did you see who it was?"

Astrid nodded and looked away from her friend. Staring at her bandaged arms instead.

"Who was it?"

The thought of who it was and what he had done, made Astrid shiver.

"Astrid!" Ruffnut said impatiently, "would you for Thor's sake tell me who it was if you knew who it was."

"It was Hiccup, okay!" Astrid snapped at her.

Ruffnut just looked at her. Her expression clearly one of not believing of what she just heard. It was the last thing she expected to hear.

"Are you sure?" she asked after a minute of silence.

"Yes, Ruff. It was Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third," Astrid stated somewhat annoyed and then sighed before she continued in a calmer manner, "I didn't recognize him at first. But the drawings in the sand, the calculations described there, his voice… His appearance has changed, of course, he grew up, but it was clearly Hiccup."

She looked at Ruffnut for a moment before she continued her story.

"He… he tried killing me, actually," she mumbled with a trembling voice, something that wasn't unnoticed by Ruffnut.

"But you stopped him from that of course," Ruffnut said with a smile, which soon faltered as she saw Astrid's face.

"How could I? I was tied up, remember? He surely knows his knots. I couldn't move at all. You have no idea how terrifying that is… not being able to defend yourself."

Another shudder ran down her spine.

"Then what happened, you're clearly still alive."

"I'm not entirely sure," Astrid mumbled as she shook her head, "he cut my cheek, I thought he was going to slice my throat. Then he threw his knife away with some frustrated dragonish growl and the next thing I know he starts this… game of hunting. He cut the ropes and let me go, with him chasing after me a minute later. Then I met you, got us into hiding and he announces that he's coming back. Next time I'm surely dead, he could just let that night fury fire at me or cut my throat after-"

Astrid was stopped with a slap on her cheek. The cheek Hiccup had cut. It had snapped her out of her rambling and she blinked a few times as her eyes were locked on her friend.

"You said he cut you there, better treat that," Ruffnut said and smeared the paste over the cut.

Astrid knew better than that, Ruffnut clearly wanted her to snap out of it.

"To think Hiccup is still alive," Ruffnut sighed, "you better not tell anyone else about this."

"Why not? Stoick would be overjoyed to find out his son is alive. You know how much he has changed ever since Hiccup disappeared," Astrid said not understanding why Ruffnut would want to keep this news a secret.

Ruffnut raised one eyebrow and watched her.

"Please think it over, Astrid. I'm sure you know what I mean. You're not as stupid as someone like Snotlout."

Astrid frowned and thought it over. It soon dawned on her what Ruffnut meant. Yes, Hiccup may be alive, but he had joined the dragons. Not only that, but he thought he was one of them. It was even worse than him being dead. She had realised this when she found out it was Hiccup, how could she forget that. So she nodded and saw Ruffnut stand up.

"I'm going home, it's late. Just forget about tonight."

Astrid let her friend out of the house and closed the door to stop the cold wind from coming in. Then she made her way up the stairs to her small room as she frowned. Forgetting about Hiccup wasn't going to be easy.

The human-skinned scanned the forest as he tried to listen to the sound of footsteps hitting leaves or twigs. He had to admit the human girl was pretty good at staying silent.

"You really want to kill her in a game of chase?" the shadow of the night asked as he was flying over the treetops.

"I was hoping it would make it easier for me to kill her. Problem is, I still know it's her and for some reason my body won't listen to me," he told his partner, sounding annoyed, but he was mostly annoyed with himself.

Finally he made out some figure, no two in fact, but they passed over them. The human-skinned let the shadow of the night turn, who then landed on some branches of a tree, making it bend with crackling noises.

"Two humans?" the black dragon whispered.

The human-skinned did not reply as he was pondering over his next move. It was impossible for him to kill that human and he didn't understand why. Well he sort of understood. If he really had been an actual human at some point, then that part of him was stopping him from killing this woman. Point was, he didn't feel like a human.

He let out an irritated growl.

"We're leaving," he announced to his companion.

"Why? I thought you wanted to kill her."

"I just told you I cannot," he spoke in Dragonese and then looked in the a general direction he suspected the woman to be to and continued speaking in the human's language, "We'll be back."

The shadow of the night hesitated, but flew up.

"Once I get rid of this human part inside me I will kill her," the human-skinned vowed.

"Perhaps you can ask the queen for advice?" the shadow of the night suggested as they made their way home. Soon they left the island far behind them.

"Are you out of your mind? She'll eat us for betraying her like this. No human should be left alive when engaged like this, you know that."

The shadow of the night agreed in silence and made his way to the nest. On their way there they made sure to catch some boar to offer the queen.

Hours later they arrived and flew inside the giant mountain with caution. The two knew very well they were going to be scolded at. While they were not proud to be scolded at, it was their privilege. The queen wasn't so forgiving. She clearly stated that point every time a dragon didn't follow her order well, she would eat them. That very thought of possibly being eaten ran through the minds of both the human-skinned and the shadow of the night. They hoped they were only going to be scolded.

The shadow of the night flew over the sinkhole in the center and dropped the boar he was holding. The human-skinned on top of him did so too. When they heard the queen moving, the shadow of the night landed on a nearby rock and the two waited for their punishment.

The magnificent head of their queen appeared and she looked down on her two subjects as other dragons around retreated into the shadows, knowing what was about to come.

"You two fools!" she roared angrily.

It seemed like it was going to be scolding. The shadow of the night and human-skinned were a little relieved, but nonetheless didn't like to be scolded. They remained on guard, because she could still decide to eat them. It all depended on how they were going to play their cards.

"How could you let yourselves get caught like that?!"

The words echoed around, making other dragons retreat further into the shadows, while the two spoken to winced and tried to make themselves seem smaller than they already were compared to the queen.

"Normally I would eat you, but since you have been good with leading the raids, perhaps I should take your ranks away and make you start from zero!"

The two cringed, not liking to give up their ranks, but understanding it nonetheless.

"Well? What do you have to say for yourselves?"

This was another privilege they had, unlike the lowly servants, they got to speak before she would declare her final verdict.

"We grew too confident," the shadow of the night said humbly.

"Humans are not to be taken lightly!" the queen snarled back at him, "they already captured that land and many more lands, chasing dragons away from their homes. Claiming the land as theirs. Not to mention killing us for the fun of killing, they have a kill on sight policy!"

"Perhaps we should do the same to them," the human-skinned said, "we know the dangers of the humans now, my queen. We never got so close to these dangers, that is why we grew too confident. It will not happen again."

It got eerily silent as the queen looked down at the human-skinned.

"Are you trying to talk your way out of punishment?"

The human-skinned bowed deeply, "No my queen, I wouldn't dare. I merely wanted you to know the entire truth. If you eat us or take our rank away it is none of my concern. I will be happy with whatever my queen decides, for I know you decide it based on what is best for the nest."

The other dragons curiously emerged a little from their hiding spots. All knowing how well the human-skinned one could bring his words so it would please the queen. She clearly seemed to have calmed and had a smile on her face. Something you could only see from a distance. Though humans wouldn't call it a smile.

"Yes, exactly, I decide what is best for the nest. So my decision will be a test."

"A test, my queen?" the shadow of the night said confused as he dared to look up a little.

"Yes, a test, since the human-skinned said we should go with the kill on sight policy you are going to kill humans. You are to bring those humans to me. I haven't had human meat in years. Also, I don't you want to come back with a mere group of ten, give me a fleet of hundreds even thousands. There are plenty of their boats trying to enter our nest. Find them, kill them, and bring them to me. Take the flock along with you and lead them into victory. Only when you succeed, will you keep your ranks."

The human-skinned and shadow of the night bowed in agreement as the queen started to go back to her chamber far down below.

"Before you get too lazy, I'll give you until sundown."

After that, she disappeared. The two scolded ones retreated as well still somewhat shaken. The shadow of the night had to walk and glide, as far as gliding worked, to the exit to calm down. The two looked at the sunset, knowing that their time was limited.

"That was close," the human-skinned said as he slid off the shadow of the night's back.

"Thanks to your words. You shouldn't be leading raids, you should be her advisor," the shadow of night grinned at him and dropped down.

"No thanks, I like leading the raids too much, besides you wouldn't be able to fly without me."

The human-skinned gestured to the prosthetic tailfin.

"Thank Odin, you're alright! Where have you been all this time?"

The two dragons looked around to find the human slave walking up to them. She stopped, keeping a certain distance from the shadow of the night who glared at her, while the human-skinned rolled his eyes. He ignored her and the four winged one not far behind her and tried to focus on which direction they should fly to find Viking ships. A sudden idea popped into his head and he looked straight at the woman, while talking to his partner in Dragonese.

"We should bring her to the queen," the human-skinned stated.

The words were carried all the way to the four winged who flew up and landed between them and the human slave.

"Don't you dare think to use her as food!" he roared angrily as he stepped closer with a threatening look. It didn't intimidate the human-skinned or shadow of the night, but the human-skinned got a smirk on his face.

"The queen wants human meat. If you don't want your slave to be one of her meals then go search for Viking ships and report back with their location. We want a fleet, not some single fishing ship."

"And if I refuse?" the four winged glared.

"Then she," the human-skinned pointed at the woman who had distanced herself from the group of dragons and was watching the scene with fear, "will be food for the queen, followed by the crime you committed."

The four winged stepped back a little as he looked from the human-skinned to the human and back to the human-skinned.

"What crime?" he asked carefully.

"Not following the queen's orders, keeping food away from her, keeping a human, who is highly dangerous as a pet; I could go on."

"Alright, I'll go."

The four winged opened his wings as the human-skinned told him to hurry, the queen expected her food before sundown. With that in the back of his mind, the four winged went up in the air in search for a fleet of human ships.

"Smart," the shadow of the night said, watching the four winged until he was no longer visible due to the fog, "letting others do the dirty work."

The human-skinned grinned as he walked to the beach to catch some fish to eat, the shadow of the night trotting after him. After their meal, they waited for the four winged to return.

The human-skinned had a frown on his face as he thought of his last encounter with a human, the one he couldn't kill. He decided this was a great opportunity to test his skills in killing humans. Promptly he stood up and walked around the beach until he found the items that had been in the saddlebag. He had taken them out shortly after he had found out about the many useless objects that had been in there. He looked around to see if he could find something useful. Amongst the clutter were quite a few human weapons. The only thing he ever took with him was a small dagger. This time he decided to just take everything with him, literally. Perhaps he could throw something at a human, or make them choke on whatever those small round things were.

The shadow of the night had come after him, curious about what he was planning.

"What are you doing with that sword?" he asked when he saw the human-skinned attach it to his belt.

"I'm going to use their own weapons against them. Come here, I want to throw these things in that bag. Who knows when it could come in handy."

The shadow of the night came closer and the human-skinned filled the saddlebag until no item was left in the small carved out opening in the rocks. He was done just in time, because the four winged landed before them.

"There is a huge fleet, I can guide you to it," he said.

"Gather the flocks," the shadow of the night commanded the four winged, who flew away after a nod.

The human-skinned climbed on the shadow of the night.

"Let's go," he said determined.

A few minutes later a flock of dragons was on their way to yet another raid, but different than any others they had done before.

* * *

><p>Just a little side note. Hiccup can remember details like names of items and such. These things are stored in a different part of your brain than your memories. I got this from a documentary I watched some time ago. I man lost his memories but he still knew what a banana was.<p> 
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**Chapter 4: Dragon training**

Astrid pushed her way through the crowd of Vikings that somehow were bigger than her. It didn't bother her too much, so had to get to the center. Something important was about to happen and there was no way she was going to miss even one bit of it. She needed a front row seat. At last she saw what she came for. In the middle of the crowd there was a big opening that would be the stage of this event. People were talking with hushed voices, making it impossible for Astrid to understand what they were saying. Then some of the Vikings started to step aside. Astrid followed their example. A nervous Hiccup passed her, giving her a glance causing him to stumble over his own feet. He managed to regain his footing. In his hand he was holding a small dagger.

Astrid watched him. Today was the boy's final test, the one that would make him a real Viking. Remembering how he had been during dragon training, there was no way he would fail this final test. She gave the boy a smirk and decided to focus on what he was doing, so she could learn the tricks he used on dragons.

Vikings were cheering him on as they all turned their eyes to the sky. Astrid did the same and saw the swarm of dragons coming their way. Soon they were upon them and as Vikings backed away when monstrous nightmares set the place aflame, Hiccup remained standing in the middle of it all.

"Hiccup, get out of there!" Astrid shouted at him.

She tried to make her way to him, but dragons stopped her from doing so. With her trusty axe she sliced the heads of, but soon found out she was too late. The flames had engulfed the boy. She stared at it, wondering why no-one seemed to care. Weren't they cheering him on a moment ago? Everyone was too occupied with the dragons to see Hiccup burn.

The distinguished sound of the infamous night fury then echoed around. It fired at some buildings and then landed in the center of the flames where Hiccup once stood. When the dragon flew up, someone was riding it. That someone started roaring the same language as the dragons who seemed to have multiplied by now. As soon as he had spoken, dragons attacked houses and people. The night fury did the same.

Astrid watched it, finding herself unable to move. Knowing who this rider was. Knowing he was to kill her once he saw her. She begged the gods in silence he would not see her, but of course that had been in vain. His eyes suddenly fell upon her and the next moment she saw him jump of his dragon and walk over to her, dagger in hand. The same dagger he had been holding when his younger version was set aflame. A crooked smile appeared on his face, the one she had seen on his face a few times. He had always looked silly that way, but now he looked terrifying. Astrid stepped backwards, as she wanted to call out for help and wondered where her axe had gone to all of a sudden.

"I told you I would come back," he whispered to her when he was only a step away from her.

She felt the knife on her throat this time…

Astrid sat up straight. Disoriented she looked around in the darkness. Some light came through the shutters of the window. She blinked a few times, breathing uneven as it slowly downed on her that she was in her own room. With a sigh she let herself fall back in the her pillow. As she stared at the ceiling, she wondered what that dream was about. Aside from the fact that she was totally terrified by Hiccup, that much she knew. If anyone told her years ago she would be haunted in her dreams by Hiccup Horrendous Haddock trying to kill her, she would have laughed at them. After what seemed hours of staring at the beams of her ceiling, she kicked her sheets away. She wasn't able to figure out the meaning of this dream, but there was someone who might be able to tell her.

She quickly got dressed and made her way downstairs. In the kitchen she looked around to get something to eat and found some leftover bread. With the food in her hand and a piece of it in her mouth, she made her way to the house of Gothi. The elder possessed knowledge of more than just herbs. Dreams were also her forte, as well as predictions. It was always quite hilarious to see Gobber try to read her rune words. Many actually believed she could not talk, but the opposite was true. She simply preferred not to talk, unless when it was absolutely necessary. That way, when she spoke, you knew she said something really important and you better remember it.

Gothi hadn't talked much during the time Astrid and Ruffnut got taught by her. She would only give looks and occasionally pointed out paragraphs in her books. Though Astrid had heard her speak once, when Stoick was there. He had been talking in a hushed voice Astrid never believed the man possessed. She had been unable to hear his words as she was working on potions in the other room. Gothi had replied with a normal tone. Astrid could still remember the words; Berk will be crowded by dragons. She had known it was a prediction and one she didn't like at all since the moment she heard it. Sure enough more dragons came and more frequent as well.

The elder woman lived in the higher parts of the village, so Astrid made her way through the damp grass up the hill. Not bothering to follow the stone path, cause that would take longer. All the others were still sleeping, not surprising since the sun wasn't up yet. Astrid hoped Gothi wouldn't be too angry with her by waking her up so early. However, when she knocked on the door, Gothi quickly opened the door as if she had been waiting for her.

With her staff she signed to Astrid to come in, closing the door after the girl had entered. Astrid walked to the nearest stool and said down, knowing she would be told to go sit down anyway. She waited for the elder to sit down as well and give her a sign to start talking. Astrid took a deep breath and told Gothi her entire dream to the closest detail she could remember. At the end she sighed and saw the thoughtful face of the woman.

"What does it mean?"

"What do you think it means?" Gothi said, shocking Astrid by suddenly speaking.

"I-I tried thinking of what it could mean," the young woman eventually muttered whilst shaking her head, "I don't know..."

"Why would Hiccup of all people attack you?"

Astrid, still stunned by hearing the elder talk and even more than one sentence, stared at the floor. Was her dream really that important? Not thinking that over too long she switched to the question the elder had asked and was having a debate with herself, but eventually opened her mouth to speak again. Knowing this could very well bring Hiccup into trouble, something she didn't want to happen.

"Hiccup is alive. He… he's the one who leads the raids. I shot him and his night fury down. He's the rider… you heard the story of the dragon rider, right?"

Gothi nodded once and motioned her hand to move on. It reminded Astrid how Hiccup always used to talk, moving his hands around all the time.

"He… attacked me, tried to kill me earlier today… well during the night," she continued softly, not liking what she was about to admit, "I thought I was going to die."

"The fear is written all over your face and your dream, but there is more in that dream. What about the part before? Go over it event by event and make connections with the real world. What does it tell you then?"

Astrid must have stared really weirdly at Gothi, for the woman chuckled.

"I'm sorry… I'm not used to hear you talk. Not this much," Astrid muttered blushing a bit embarrassed.

Again Gothi chuckled and gave the girl a nod before looking at her patiently. At first Astrid didn't understand what the elder wanted, but then remembered the question asked. Something about going through the events over her dream and making connections. In order to focus better she closed her eyes and started to recall the dream, seeing flashes of it burning in her mind. Once again she saw that teenage boy hesitantly walk to the center. Vikings cheering… Which she found odd. They never cheered for Hiccup, he wasn't exactly loved. She had heard whispers of people, saying they wanted him shipped off. Other hadn't been secret about their opinion and had voiced them loudly to Stoick. Only when he got so good in the kill ring did they cheer. The event that was happening was Hiccup going through initiation, but it was completely different from what really happened or would happen. You don't wait for a raid.  
>The monstrous nightmares then came and Astrid was reminded by the monstrous nightmare that had followed him through town the day he had said he shot down a night fury. And why had she been so psyched about the event anyway? She was jealous at him at that time. He was far better with dragons than she was… he still was. He could even communicate with them in their own language. What was up with this dream?<p>

Frustrated she sighed and shook her head looking at Gothi with a helpless look written on her face. The elder smiled at her and offered a cup of hot tea which she probably made while Astrid had been thinking about her dream.

"I did not expect you to understand at your first try," the elder started, "Dreams do not make sense Astrid, they never do unless you understand yourself. Most people do not understand themselves even when they claim they do."

Astrid nodded and sipped her tea, "I understand I am terrified of Hiccup coming after me to kill me. What I do not understand is why I was cheering him on in my dream. I was jealous at him. I was top o of the class and he suddenly got really good."

Astrid frowned as she stared at the damping liquid in her cup.

"What are you recent thoughts, say three days ago, about the boy?"

For a moment the younger woman remained quiet, her frown only growing.

"I wished he was here… because he knew how to deal with dragons…"

Suddenly Astrid made the connection and stared wide eyed at the woman. Slowly it started to make sense to her what this dream meant and Gothi saw she did and gave her yet another smile.

"There is more into this then you can understand now though."

"What do you mean?"

"That you put yourself in a mission."

Astrid, confused by the woman's words, watched how Gothi stood up and gathered her runes from the shelves.

"With these I can predict the future. For a long time they all said the same. Berk would be crowded by dragons and not in the way we see now with a dragon raid. I mean with constant dragons around."

Not understanding what Gothi meant she shook her head.

"You mean I have to stop that from happening?"

"Oh, it will happen one way or another, my child. The question will be; what way? That is for you to decide in this matter."

Now Astrid was dumbfounded. How did she play a role in Berk being crowded by dragons? Why did she have to make the decision? Deciding between what? What did it have to do with her dream about Hiccup? Suddenly she felt more confused than she was before going to Gothi. Astrid opened her mouth to ask the woman what she meant, but the elder was pointing at the exit with her walking stick. Confused she stood up and walked to the door, followed by Gothi, who opened it for her.

"The future of Berk lies with you and Hiccup, my child, choose wisely."

Knowing it was no use asking any more questions, Astrid nodded and sauntered her way to the mead hall to get something proper to ear. Just a bit of bread wasn't going to be enough. Only one of the cooks and two barmaids where present in the mead hall when she arrived. They had almost finished the food, so when Astrid got her bowl of stew it was almost too hot to touch. Normally she would be one of the last to eat so her food was mostly cold.  
>She sat down on one of the closest tables, not in the mood to walk to her usual spot. As she absentmindedly stirred her food to cool it down, her mind was focused on the words of Gothi. Mostly the part where she had said that Berk would be crowded with dragons one way or the other and that the fate of Berk was in her and Hiccups hands. She shuddered as she thought of the boy and then scowled because she had shuddered. Being afraid really wasn't something she liked and she wasn't going to make it a habit either.<p>

"Morning."

Astrid shook up from her thoughts by the sudden greeting and saw Ruffnut sit down across her.

"Morning," she sighed and went back to staring at her stew.

"Got any sleep last night?" Ruffnut asked.

Again Astrid looked up, but this time more annoyed.

"Well you looked rather spooked," Ruffnut stared with a shrug and got cut off by a growl from Astrid.

"Can we please stop talking about this?" she snarled at her friend.

"Calm down, I'm not making fun of you. Everyone would be scared if you find a dragon and a human tagging together and trying to kill you. They wouldn't be able to sleep for days."

Astrid let out another sigh and started eating her food which had cooled off so much it was just as cold as always. She hated this. There was just no way she was going to sit here and do nothing about her fear. She rather charge at Hiccup in a fair fight and die than waiting for him in fear. But how was something fair if he had a dragon on his side? Then the words of Gothi resurfaced and grunting she dropped her head on the table. She closed her eyes and tried to think, feeling Ruffnut staring at her, but she didn't care. It was important she figured out what Gothi had meant, the elder only talks when something is important after all.  
>Dragons crowding Berk one way or the other. It echoed through her mind. She only ever thought of one way, that everything on Berk was destroyed. The other way would be…<p>

Suddenly Astrid said up straight, shocking Ruffnut so much she fell off the bench. It was a good thing her brother wasn't around to laugh at her.  
>The other way was befriending dragons. Like Hiccup had done, probably even before he left. How else could he have suddenly gotten so good in dragon training back then. So befriending a dragon it was. But… what after that? Gothi said Hiccup was involved in this too, but he was controlled by a dragon queen and doesn't even know who he is. Perhaps she could get him back to his senses? That seemed like a good plan. With that decision made she stood up, now noticing Ruffnut crawling back to her feet.<p>

"Sorry," she muttered at her friend and helped her up.

"What's going on with you today?" Ruffnut growled at her and put her helmet straight again.

"Come on, I'll explain on the way."

Ruffnut raised an eyebrow at that, but followed Astrid nonetheless. Quickly and with a hushed voice Astrid told her friend what had happened at Gothi's. The more Ruffnut heard, the more bewildered and yet excited she got.

"So what are you going to do?" she asked when Astrid finished her story.

Just when Astrid wanted to open her mouth a very cheerful, yet quite annoying voice shouted out her name.

"Morning Astrid!" said Snotlout who gave the girl he called out a grin as he walked to her. He gave Ruffnut a look and added a less cheerfull, "Ruffnut."

"Urgh, what do you want, Snotlout," Astrid asked, folding her arms.

Ruffnut glared at him as well, she wanted to know what Astrid was up to and just when she was going to tell, this idiot appeared.

"I was wondering if you would like to join me for break-"

"Already ate," Astrid cut him off with a snarl and turned her back to him to walk away.

"How about we hang out then?" Snotlout tried desperately.

"In case you haven't noticed, I am busy. I went to Gothi this morning and we are really short on some of the herbs which are very important. So if you don't mind, Ruffnut and I are going to look for them."

Snotlout only let out a simple 'oh', no longer bothering the two girls, who quickly marched away.

"The moment he gets chief I am getting myself a ship and leave this place," Ruffnut muttered.

"I couldn't agree more," Astrid added.

"So back to what we were talking about," Ruffnut said as she looked around to see where they were headed, "what is your plan?"

"You will see in a moment."

Ruffnut tried to talk Astrid into telling her, but got no word out of her until at some point the girl stopped walking and said they had arrived. Now focusing on her surroundings Ruffnut found herself in front of the kill ring and she turned to look at her friend with a questioning face.

"I'm not letting myself be eaten by fear, but to stand a fair chance against Hiccup I need a dragon," Astrid said as if it was the most normal thing around.

As Ruffnut stared at with open mouth, Astrid got a small smile on her face which quickly made place for a sad expression. She felt rather nostalgic being here again after so many years, but it also made her remember about Hiccup's disappearance. Perhaps if she had apologized earlier he wouldn't have left. With a sigh she shook the thought off, this was no time to dwell on what had happened. She couldn't change it. The future however she could change and apparently the future of Berk was laying on her shoulders.

Astrid dropped every weapon she had on her. The only thing she ever saw Hiccup carry during dragon training was a shield. Besides, she didn't want to scare the dragon so best to keep weapons away.

"You are crazy," Ruffnut stated as Astrid walked into the kill ring, "you'll kill yourself."

Astrid shrugged, "close the gate already so the dragon cannot escape."

Shaking her head Ruffnut closed the gate and walked around to get a better view of what was going on in the arena.

"So what dragon are you going to choose?" she asked her friend below.

Astrid was now standing in the middle of the kill ring looking at the doors. She needed a dragon that eventually she could fly and could keep up with a night fury. Of course that last part was a tricky one, for she knew no dragon could keep up with a night fury, but perhaps one that was almost as fast as a night fury could work. The first one to drop from the list was the terrible terror for the obvious reason she could not ride it. The second to be crossed from the list as well was the gronckle. While it was probably easier to train, it was slow. So Astrid was left with a zippleback, nightmare and nadder. Burning her butt wasn't something she was willing to risk and dealing with two heads didn't seem like a good idea either, so she was left with the deadly nadder.

As soon as she decided, she walked to the door that held the nadder behind it and opened it in one quick movement. The nadder charged out ready to attack and looked around expecting kids coming after it, so it got slightly confused when that didn't happen.  
>Astrid watched it as it walked around searching for people and finally landing its eyes on her. Astrid gulped as she stepped forward, keeping her hands in front of her as she vaguely recalled what Hiccup did with his hands when the zippleback came after him and tried to imitate that.<p>

"Calm down, I'm not going to hurt you," she said calmly.

The nadder was anything but calm and fired at her, luckily Astrid was quite good in evading blasts and jumped away just in time.

"Calm down boy… or girl, what are you?"

Carefully she approached the dragon, but almost got shot again.

"How in the world did Hiccup do this?" she growled frustrated as she and the nadder circled around the arena.

Her eyes fell on an empty basket that was meant for fish. The dragons in the kill ring were fed on a weekly basis, just to keep them alive. Meaning the nadder must be hungry.

"Ruff, go fetch me some fish!"

"Fish? Why would you want fish?"

"Just go already and hurry!" Astrid shouted at her friend who shook her head in confusion and left.

Astrid's eyes never left the nadder and neither did the nadder's eyes leave Astrid. They simply circled around the kill ring, both on guard and waiting for the other to start the attack. Astrid kept a close watch on the tail of the dragon in front of her, who suddenly decided to stand still as a fish seemed to have fallen from the sky.

"Here you go," Ruff called out to Astrid and threw two other fish at her.

Astrid caught the fish and watched the nadder staring at the fish as if it was something dangerous or perhaps a trap.

"It's alright, it's yours," Astrid said calmly.

The nadder, still on guard, approached the fish in a quick manner, ate it in one gulp and was then back at the opposite of where Astrid was. It eyed the fish in the female's hands.

Astrid smiled, seeing that this seemed to be working. She threw one of the fish she was holding towards the nadder. It looked skeptical, yet seemed to be too hungry to not go after the food and once again it quickly devoured it and rushed away from Astrid again.

Astrid held up the fish she still had and slowly approached the nadder. It seemed curious about the food that was being offered, but cautiously remained its distance. With a frustrated sigh Astrid lowered the fish after twenty minutes of trying to get the dragon to approach her. It was strange, during her dragon training years dragons always came closer. That and with every intent to attack, which was not happening now at all. It seemed more like a stand down, waiting for the other to attack first. It was getting Astrid nowhere. She had to get it to her, but clearly the food wasn't enough trigger to get it closer. The question was, how to get that dragon closer? She already made clear she wasn't attack and offered it food. What else did it want? For a while she just watched the dragon, trying to come up with an idea, but got nothing. She turned her attention to Ruffnut, who was still watching everything that was going on in the kill ring.

"Do you remember anything of what Hiccup did during dragon training?"

Ruffnut looked thoughtful, but only for a short moment as her attention was caught by the dragon that suddenly approached Astrid.

"Astrid, watch out!" she quickly shouted.

Astrid spun around and found the dragon quickly hurrying towards the furthest end. Bewildered she stared at it, then to the fish and then back to the deadly nadder, getting a mad idea in her mind that might work. She held out the fish again, grabbing the dragon's attention, then closed her eyes and turned her head away from the dragon.

"What are you doing?" Ruffnut hissed, with a tone that she thought Astrid was doing something crazy and above all stupid.

Astrid remained silent and heard the steps of the nadder come closer. She resisted the urge to look around, which was hard since she was trained to kill dragons, taught that dragons would kill her.

Then the fish was taken from hand so carefully that Astrid's eyes snapped open in surprise, but she managed to keep herself from looking away. A short moment later she felt the nose of the nadder pressed against her hand, surprising her even more. With an open mouth she looked around to see the dragon close to her. It then started sniffing at her, probably looking for more fish.

"I don't have any more… Ruff do you still have some fish?"

"Ya, why?"

"Come on down with them," Astrid grinned as she pushed the snout of the dragon away from her.

The nadder jumped away a little when Ruffnut came inside the arena, holding two more fish. Astrid tried to calm the dragon by petting it a little. It was a weird sensation, both terrifying and thrilling.

"It's alright, she's a friend. Ruff, do the same as I just did."

"Are you out of your mind?!" Ruffnut shouted at her, startling the dragon.

"Just do it," Astrid replied with a stern look on her face.

Ruffnut looked from Astrid to the dragon, then sighed and followed Astrid's example. Just like with Astrid, the nadder carefully took the two fish, but instead of pressing its snout against Ruffnut's hand, it licked her.

"Iew, dragon drool," Ruffnut complained under the soft giggling of Astrid.

Ruffnut threw her a glare, but Astrid had her attention turned back to the dragon.

"Let's see what gender you are."

Astrid walked around the dragon, carefully rubbing her, trying to find a spot it liked to scratched as well.

"Female," she eventually stated and walked back to the head to give the female nadder a scratch under her chin. For the next three hours Astrid and Ruffnut played with the dragon. They figured out how to calm it and let them stroke down the tail spikes. Where to scratch it to let it drop down with a content purr. They even found out it liked to play fetch with one of the shields.

"So what are you going to do now?" Ruffnut asked as she absentmindedly stroke the snout of the deadly nadder who was enjoy the attention, "If anyone finds out about this…"

Astrid frowned a bit as she was scratching the nadder on her side.

"Maybe it is one of the reasons Hiccup left. Because he knew about dragons being friendly, but he would be branded a traitor if he defended one."

"How about you ask him? Wasn't it your plan to go after him?"

"The guy doesn't even know who he is!" Astrid snapped at her friend, stopping with petting the dragon, "He thinks he's a dragon and he is serving a dragon queen. It's controlling him!"

Both girls jumped a little when they saw the deadly nadder shiver a bit. Astrid watched the nadder with a gaping mouth as she concluded that it must have been controlled by this queen as well.

"You were controlled too, weren't you?" she said as she placed her hand on the surprisingly soft scales.

The dragon let out a soft squeak to confirm Astrid's words.

"So you know where the nest is?" Ruffnut asked.

Astrid turned to look at her friend with a scowl, already knowing what the girl was thinking and not liking it very much.

"I'm not asking her to fly me there," she snapped at Ruffnut, "what if she gets controlled again? I don't want Hiccup to be controlled but not at the cost of her."

Ruffnut raised an eyebrow. Astrid again knew what Ruffnut was thinking and she had to admit she was surprised herself as well. She was taking on the dragon's side, taking pity in a dragon who had probably been through much suffering when it was controlled by the queen. Then even more suffering as it was used during dragon training, having young Vikings attack it. Still, it seemed wrong to ask the dragon now that she knew and slightly understood dragons. She was staring distantly at the dragon whilst petting it as she thought how Hiccup would know more about dragons. How he easily disregarded three hundred years of Viking tradition. How he must have approached one without fear, without any real knowledge of dragons at all. Suddenly she realized her newly developed respect for the boy… man, and became more determined to snap him out of the control of the queen.

Her thoughts were interrupted when the deadly nadder walked away a little. She watched as it kneeled down next to her and gave a soft but gentle roar as if it was saying climb on. When Astrid made no movement, it squawked again.

"Are you sure?" Astrid asked.

The nadder answered with another squeak. Astrid nodded at the dragon and climbed clumsily on her back. She got hold on two of the spines on the head so not to fall off.

"Well then… Ruff, if anyone asks where I am, tell them some vague story about herbs somewhere in the more dangerous places of the islands or something," Astrid said as she gave the girl below an unsure smile.

"Come back alive," Ruffnut said she opened the gate of the kill ring.

Astrid nodded and the nadder spread her wings, leaving the arena far behind them in a matter of minutes.

The human skinned enjoyed the wind that was blowing in his face. It calmed him as his mind still tried to occupy him with thought of the human girl during their previous raid. This time it would not be the same, this time he will kill any human that he came across. If he did not, the queen had no use to him and just that thought made him feel miserable. He didn't want to be useless. If he was, then he rather be food for her.

He opened his eyes and looked at the four winged flying in front of him. They had flown for about an hour now and he was wondering how much longer it was going to take, but then spotted a fleet below. The human skinned looked at the crest on the sails and flags and frowned. The crest was the same as that one on his belt. The one that girl had said was proof he was from there.

"No, not this one," the four winged said, seeing him looking down, "these are just a few boats compared to the fleet I have found. Don't worry we're not far away anymore."

"You better not lying," the shadow of night warned the four winged.

"I'm not," it replied in a mumble and continued the flight in silence.

It was indeed not much further, just about thirty minutes later new ships appeared on the horizon. The human skinned eyes widened and his mouth curled up in a grin as he looked at the sheer amount of boats he saw.

The four winged slowed down and was now flying next to the shadow of the night. He had his attention on the human skinned on top of the black dragon.

"Are you sure you want to go kill your own kind?" he asked concerned.

"I'm not a human," the human skinned barked as he pulled the sword from its sheath.

"Yes you are! It's my fault you don't remember, but how was is supposed to know you were her son?! You two looked threatening, like you were going to kill or hurt her."

"I don't know what you are talking about, but if you are not going to help take down this humans and offer them to the queen, then leave," the human skinned growled on a low tone and then turned his attention to the fleet.

The four winged watched how the boy gave out order on what to do and how to kill these humans. The dragon shook his head in disappointment, he had failed correcting his mistake once again. He was not going to fight them, it was the very reason they were in this predicament. Also the four winged one knew his victory of last time was because of sheer luck. These two had even grown much stronger over the last two years. He would lose any battle with them now.

When he saw all the dragons creating a fog, trapping the human ships he turned his back on it and flew him, worried about the safety if the human female he had brought to the nest. If only he could bring her back…

Dagur was enjoying himself a lot with the wine and the two females with him, when he was suddenly called to the deck for there was something going on. Grunting in dismay he angrily threw the goblet at the door and told his two female friends he would be back soon.

Getting on the deck he found his men panicking over fog that apparently had appeared out of no-where. He was about to call them idiots and cowards for being afraid of a bit of fog when something quickly flew over the boat and grabbed one of the men. He heard the man scream, but it was short lived. Quickly he drew his sword as he tried finding what was attacking his armada. Something came again and he lashed out with his sword, downing a dragon. It landed with a cry of pain on the deck, with a bleeding leg. Now seeing it properly Dagur saw it was a deadly nadder, who angrily swung its tail at him. He was just in time to avoid the poisoned spines. He then saw it cry to the sky. Dagur looked up with widened eyes when heard the massive cries of other dragons.

"Dragon attack!" someone called out the obvious.

All of a sudden every men was in a battle with the beast that appeared out of nowhere and vanished back into the fog when they killed or wounded one of the men. Dagur made his way to the grounded deadly nadder that was attacking nearby man. Some of them had managed to wound it more, but the nadder its groud firmly. Just when Dagur want to bury his sword into the dragon a distinguish sound distracted him. He had heard it many times and never something good happened. It was the never seen dragon of the night, the night fury. Fast and never missed. Dagur changed his attention to the sound and tried tracking where it came from and where it would go. All he got to see was a flash of black which fired several of his ships, including the one he was one. It was set aflame and his men panicked and quickly tried to make their way to one of the other boats. Dagur didn't care about the flames that were engulfing him, he wanted that night fury's head pinned to his wall. However, he could not find it, or even hear it. What he did see was a group of dragons picking up the wounded dragon and carrying it away. That was not normal dragon behavior as far as he knew, but he had to admit he knew little about dragon behavior, just how to kill them.

When the ship he was doomed to sink in a few minutes, he jumped over to the next ship, fighting off every dragon that came his way. He tried to keep his men fired up for the fight, but they only panicked more and more as they saw the dragons taking away every dead or fatally wounded Viking there was. Even the body pieces were taken by the small terrible terrors. Again he heard the night fury and the blasts, but it was further away this time. A few seconds later he heard the sound of swords hitting each other. This confused the young chief only more, as dragons don't have metal and his men wouldn't fight each other.

The fight continued for about thirty minutes, then the fog started to clear and the last dragons flew away. Dagur put away his sword and assessed the damage. He jumped from boat to boat, only to find many of his ships half burned, still burning and completely empty.

Realizing he had lost half of his armada to this dragon attack he let out an angry roar and kicked something nearby to get rid of his frustrations.

"I will get them, no matter the costs!" he then shouted and kicked a barrel.

It rolled away, but it was the thing that was behind it that caught Dagur's eyes. He picked it up and studied the item. A small badge with a crest he knew all too well.

Astrid held onto the dragon for dear life. She made a mental note not to ever fly into a storm again… if she were to fly a dragon again that was. This was crazy. They were blown in all sorts of directions and soaked to the bone. The dragon however easily maneuvered through the winds, using it to her advantage instead of being blown away and crash into one of the sea stacks that had appeared by now.

Lightning soon joined in as well, almost hitting them twice. Astrid wondered if Thor was angry at her for flying on the back of a dragon, but had to focus on other things instead. Like making sure she wouldn't fall off. With the rain the deadly nadder had become quite slippery.

Another lightning bolt startled the dragon, making a quick maneuver to not get struck, too quick for Astrid to keep up. He hands slipped of the spikes she had been holding on to and she slipped off before she managed to grab hold on anything.

She didn't dare breath as at slowly downed on her that she was falling to her death. This was her punishment for riding a dragon. For betraying her people. Closing her eyes she tried to accept death, concluding she didn't want to die yet.

Then something grabbed her by her legs. Suddenly she was going up instead of down and the next thing she knew was she was sitting on the back of the nadder again. Baffled she got hold on to the dragon that started flying lower and zigzagged around the sea stacks to eventually land on some part that would keep them dry and out of the wind. Astrid jumped off the dragon and looked at it, still in disbelieve at what just happened.

"You… you saved me," she managed to say.

The nadder purred and lay down, watching the storm. Astrid walked over to her, stroking her side.

"Thank you," she whispered to the dragon and sat down next to it.

They would wait until the storm had passed. Astrid watched at how lightning struck the water or sea stacks, still grasping the fact she was alive because the dragon had helped her. No-one would believe that… except for maybe Ruffnut. It also made her realize how wrong they were about dragons. Everything they knew was wrong… well almost everything.

She kept petting the nadder as her mind wandered around the idea of why the dragons were attack. She remembered Hiccup serving a queen and doing things she thought he would never do if he wasn't. So perhaps that was why the dragons were raiding them.

Letting out a sigh Astrid let herself fall backwards. She could ponder about those things for hours, but it wouldn't bring her anywhere. Guessing wasn't a good thing either, she had to be sure of something. Hopefully once she got Hiccup snapped back to his human self, things would clarify. She turned to look at the dragon and grinned. One thing was sure, she was going to make sure nothing would happen to that dragon, it saved her life after all.

When Astrid quickly sat up again, it startled the dragon a bit. The nadder looked at her for a moment before looking outside again.

"You need a name," Astrid stated and followed the nadder's example to look at the storm that was raging outside. The storm this dragon easily flew through.

A grin appeared on the young Viking's face.

"How about Stormfly?"

The nadder turned to look at her.

"Do you like it?" Astrid asked, hoping the nadder understood.

Her reply came with a blink, a nod and a lick in the face. Astrid grinned, petting the dragon. Then all of a sudden it perked its head to look outside again. Stormfly stood up, walked to the edge and made a soft sound.

"What is it girl?" Astrid said and joined her new friend at the edge.

Then she saw it. Dragons. Thousands of them of all sorts of sizes. They were carrying something, probably food, meaning they were hauling in their kill.

Stormfly shuddered, shook her body and squawked softly. Seeing Stormfly disturbed Astrid looked better at the scene. It was her luck some dragons flew closer to their position. What she saw made her slightly nauseous, take her breath away and wish she hadn't seen it. These dragons were carrying people. Then she remembered her own parents, her people were out at sea and she feared they were the ones that were caught. Trembling she climbed on Stormfly.

"Fly closer but make sure they don't spot us," she whispered as if a dragon of the fleet could her hear.

Stormfly opend her wings and carefully made her way closer. Astrid, doing her best not to fall off again, focused on finding out who the people were. She let out a long but silent sigh of relieve when she saw the Beserker's crest. To make sure she tried looking for the crest on other people, but never found the crest of Berk or a face she recognized… except…

There, in the very front of the fleet of dragons was a night fury with a rider. Hiccup.
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><p><strong>Chapter 5: Memories<strong>

Astrid felt an unfamiliar shudder run down her spine as she watched Hiccup holding on to some body on the back of the night fury he was sitting on. It looked really surreal to her, especially when she thought she saw blood, though she couldn't tell for sure, it might as well be her imagination playing with her fears. Fears that told her to run now while she still could. Hiccup clearly now could kill a human, meaning she was going to be his next target. However, she did not give in to those fears. She had to keep her name of 'fearless'.

Stormfly followed the group of wild dragons, using the sea stacks to stay out of sight. To Astrid it seemed the nadder knew exactly where they were going as quite often the group of dragons was out of sight.

The rain that had been pouring down on them, was now mostly gone. The wind however was blowing fast, making Astrid shiver because of the cold. Being drenched didn't help either. At last an island came into sight and Astrid could see the last dragons enter some cave. It were small terrible terrors and it seemed like they were carrying body parts. Astrid shook her head to get rid of the thought and looked around to see where they were. Her eyes widened as suddenly realized what this place was.

"This is the nest," she whispered to herself, "What the chief wouldn't give to find this place."

Stormfly let out a soft growl in agreement, but she seemed edgy. It was clear to Astrid Stormfly didn't want to be here.

"It's okay, girl. We'll be out of here soon enough… I just don't know yet how to take Hiccup along," Astrid whispered as if a wild dragon could hear her.

It was weird to talk to a dragon, but strangely it felt like she had done it forever.

Astrid studied the island. It was barren and gave a feeling of sadness with all the grey rocks and dead trees. Then she spotted a figure walking along the pebble beach. Immediately the words of Hiccup came to her; this was the human slave they were keeping on the island. Perhaps she could explain a few things to her.

"Down Stormfly," Astrid told her dragon.

Stormfly hesitated, yet followed the order and landed a few feet away from the human slave, who quickly turned around and stumbled backwards, falling over her own feet or perhaps the pebbles made her slip. Her eyes were focused on the deadly nadder until she noticed Astrid.

Astrid climbed off Stormfly and walked a few steps towards the woman. Suddenly a giant dragon came behind the woman growling loudly at her and Stormfly. Astrid backed away and looked up at the gigantic beast. It had four wings.

"Stormcutter," she softly whispered in awe of seeing a dragon she had never seen before.

Stormfly growled back at the Stormcutter, readying her tail to attack.

"Stormfly, no!" Astrid quickly shouted.

The nadder looked at her with doubt written all over the dragon's face. Astrid shook her head and touched the snout of Stormfly to calm her.

"We're here for Hiccup, not for a fight."

The Stormfly lowered her tail and the stormcutter seemed to understand they were no threat.

"You're here for Hiccup?" said a shaken voice.

Astrid looked back at the woman who crawled back to her feet and did a few steps forward, but kept her distance from Stormfly.

"You're not controlled by the queen as well?" the woman asked, her voice leaking fear.

Slowly Astrid shook her head as she wondered how long the woman had been stuck here on this island.

"Do you know how long Hiccup has been controlled by the queen?" she asked the woman, stepping a little closer.

With guilt written on her face, the woman looked down, "Around two years I think it is now. It's my fault… he lost his memories because of me and after that became like he is now."

Astrid first wanted to close the gap between her and the woman, but now suddenly did not want so anymore. Instead, she stepped backwards. If she was the reason Hiccup was being controlled by a dragon queen then she deserved to live on this island in poor conditions.

Okay, where did that come from, Astrid wondered and quickly blamed it on her respect she had developed for him for knowing how to deal with dragons. Still it didn't give her the right to judge this woman like this.

"Who are you?" she asked the woman bluntly.

She never got her answer, because a black scaled dragon flew out of one of the caves above, making both women look up, it landed on the pebble beach not much further. Atop his back was Hiccup. Astrid turned her attention to the two, ignoring the woman completely. As she carefully moved closer to him, she discovered he indeed had blood on him. He didn't seem hurt, so it was most likely not his own. She watched him jump off the night fury and walk to the water to wash the blood from his hands and his sword. When did he learn how to use a sword? Where did he get it in the first place?

The human skinned grinned, feeling very pleased. The queen was satisfied, they were to keep their rank and wouldn't be eaten. In fact, for the first time in a long time she actually felt stuffed. So stuffed she had now entered a deep sleep, one she hadn't had in a long time the human skinned knew. During her sleep he and the shadow of the night were appointed to look after the nest.

He washed the sword, which proved to be very useful. Strong, sharp, light and easy to handle. He was glad his body somehow seemed to know how to wield it.

"Hiccup!"

The human skinned let out an annoyed sigh which sounded more like a growl as he rolled his eyes and continued washing the blood of his clothes. Next to him his black scaled friend growled, but quickly stopped.

"What is she doing here?" he asked confused.

This made the human skinned look around. To his surprised he found the human female he hadn't been able to kill. Behind her a blue sting tail.

"You are quite stupid to actually follow me here," he grinned as he put the sword away, "Want to die that badly?"

The younger of the two females glared at him.

"I recall you letting me go. You would have killed me already if you could."

This comment made the human skinned boil on the inside. With strong steps he walked to her, his hand already on the handle of the sword, but he came to a sudden stop when the blue sting tail jumped in between.

"One scratch on this human and I will bite your head off," she growled threatening.

The shadow of the night jumped beside the human skinned.

"If you dare I blast you to pieces," he roared loudly.

"Then he better not hurt the girl," the sting tail said.

Her wings were raised and her tail was ready to shoot them. The human skinned let go of his sword with a low growl.

"Betrayer. Siding with a filthy human," he added to it.

The sting tail lowed her wings and tail as she watched him.

"They aren't that bad, not all of them at least."

It stepped closer to him, but the human skinned wasn't going to be intimidated by that.

"In fact," she continued, "You should know. I know you. That scent I would never forget."

With widened eyes the human skinned stared at the female sting tail that stepped closer. His body acted on its own and stepped backwards.

"You are that boy that knew about dragons, how to treat them in a kind way. Though the first time we met you didn't do anything special, the second time you scratched me exactly where I liked it," the sting tail continued.

The human skinned shook his head.

"No," he whispered as the shadow of the night looked from him to the sting tail wondering about what to do, after all the sting tail wasn't attacking.

"If I remember correctly they called you Hiccup."

The human skinned froze and stared at the sting tail before him.

"You-you're just saying that because you just h-heard them call me th-that," he managed to utter as he started to feel lightheaded.

The sting tail looked at him with soft gentle eyes. They even had pity in them. Eventually she shook her head.

"No boy, I remember a maze, in which you and the girl I brought along were running in. Trying to avoid me. You could barely lift a shield at that time. Your mind wasn't there though. I heard you asking this adult human about a night fury, the human name for a shadow of the night."

The human skinned stopped breathing for a moment and quickly glanced over to his scaled partner who had looked up when he was mentioned. He too looked confused.

A flash of shields, blue scales and blonde hair went through the human skinned his mind as he now started to breath irregular. This small memory scared him as he never before remembered anything, not even when he tried very hard. Suddenly he didn't want to remember at all and just stay in his own little bubble of truth. But now it was a dragon who was telling who he was… who he used to be, what his name was. And this sting tail gave him the exact same name as the two human females had.

With panic written all over his face he looked at his partner asking a silent question of help, to which the black dragon responded. With a jump it was right next to him. The human skinned crawled on his back and soon he and the shadow of the night were in the air.

Stormfly watched the boy and the shadow of the night leave. It was interesting to see him panic like that. Perhaps he already half realized he was human. Perhaps the truth hurt him. Nonetheless he had to be freed from the queen.  
>Stormfly had her fair share into the queens evil deeds. She too was controlled by it once. Why wasn't she falling for the queens will this time? Stormfly shook her head, worries for later she thought as she looked around to find the human girl next to her.<p>

"I don't know what you said to him, but it definitely had some effect on him. Let's go after him," the girl said as she pet Stormfly softly.

Stormfly let out a purr of content and agreeing. She liked this female, even with the history they had, with her charging after her with her battle axe. That was a long time ago. So far she hadn't even touched a weapon. For now she was going to trust this human and help her, so she leaned down so the girl could climb onto her back.

"Wait," came from behind Stormfly.

Stormfly looked around and found the four winged that earlier tried attacking them until the name Hiccup was mentioned.

"Take her along," he said and looked at the older human female that was looked devastated to the sky.

"Why would I do that?" Stormfly asked as she looked at the woman.

"She is the mother of the boy. She belongs among humans, not among dragons."

"Why not bring her yourself?"

"She is afraid of dragons, but you have that girl on your back. Perhaps that will help her calm down. Please, sting tail," the four winged begged.

Stormfly nodded and spread her wings. Quickly she leaped into the sky and grabbed the woman on her way, making her scream.

Astrid looked down the moment she heard a panicking scream. The next moment something flew through the sky and landed right behind her. Quickly Astrid grabbed hold of the woman that landed behind her so she wouldn't fall off.

"W-why?" was the only thing the woman managed to utter as she wrapped her arms tightly around Astrid, whilst looking down.

"I didn't tell Stormfly to do that. She just did. Be happy. I think this is the only way off the island. Now hang on tight… but loosen up a little so I can breathe."

Astrid felt the grip loosen a little. Once they were out of the maze of sea stacks she started scanning the sky for Hiccup and his night fury.

"So where are you from?" she asked to lighten the tension.

"B-Berk," the woman answered with a whisper as she looked behind her with disbelieve yet a smile on her face.

Astrid looked around in surprise. She hadn't expected her to say that. She also couldn't recall anyone gone missing or her face. Just who was this woman? She could ask of course, but it wasn't important right now.

"You're in luck, I'm from there as well."

"I already knew that the moment you came for Hiccup," the woman said and looked at her.

She still seemed to be uncomfortable on the back of a dragon, but dealt with it. It was not like she was going to jump off, that would kill her.

"It's good to know someone still cares," she continued with a mumble.

"What do you mean?" Astrid asked still looking for a black dot somewhere in the sky.

Hiccup could have gone anywhere on the back of that dragon. Yet, Astrid wasn't one to give up.

The woman behind her sighed, it sounded sad.

"Before he lost his memories he told me that he ran away because he heard he was going to be exiled the next day."

Astrid almost lost her balance when she rapidly looked around with widened eyes. Exiled? Hiccup was going to be exiled? Is that the reason they searched for him for days. Only to exile him once he was found alive? Stoick would exile his own son?

"That's…" she started as she looked in front of her again, yet couldn't find the words so remained silent.

It made her question the chief in many ways. Sure she saw Hiccup being shouted at, scolded even in public. He often did something stupid and messed up plenty of times. She got scolded at plenty of times by her own parents, but she also got their love. Like the hugs when it was winter, to get warm. The bedtime stories or their teachings. Now she wondered if Hiccup had any of that.

To shake the thoughts off she shook her head and started scanning the sky again. At what seemed to take forever she finally spotted the night fury.

"Stormfly, over there," the called out to her nadder friend.

Stormfly instantly turned direction when she spotted the black dot as well. Soon the black dot disappeared into the clouds, making Astrid grunt softly in annoyance. Stormfly started to move up and down in the sky, confusing the girl, but when they suddenly were blasted by wind in their backs Astrid understood Stormfly was looking for wind to help them move faster.

The human skinned stared in front of him, not really seeing the clouds or blue sky or anything at all. He was in a state of shock mixed with sheer fear. For years he had wondered, had so many questions. He had wanted to know the answers, but now that the answers seem to come as well is his memory returning, or part thereof, it only terrified him. He suddenly wished he had been a mindless creature who would only carry out orders and ask no questions. The shadow of the night had never asked questions about anything, so why did he?

Was he really human? He didn't want to be a human, he didn't _feel_ like a human. Then again he had never felt like a real dragon either… Just what or who was he?

No, wait he just told himself not to ask questions anymore. Violently he shook his head to get the thoughts of his mind. Then his partner suddenly stopped moving forward and he almost fell off. When looking at the cause of the sudden stop he found the three who had been calling him Hiccup. The shadow of the night grumbled lowly as he waited for the human skinned to say something of what to do, after all this was his problem. Though, it was one the human skinned didn't know how to solve. It wasn't something he could attack.

"What do you want?" he shouted at three with a shaken voice, hoping the three hadn't heard, though the older woman seemed to be preoccupied with not falling down.

"For you to be who you really are," were the words he got back from the blonde haired female.

"I already am who I really am!" he shouted back at her, but it sounded like he was trying to convince himself too.

"You cannot truly be who you are if you do not know who you used to be. Your past is part of you. Your past is that of a human, at least accept that. If you wish to continue living amongst dragons, that's fine, but I'm not letting you or your night fury be controlled by a queen who makes you do terrible things!"

The younger female gave him a stern look and the human skinned knew he was lucky he had caught her first back on her home island. He was certain she would have been one heck of a fighter. He also knew he had made her fear him, but none of that was present. In fact the roles seemed to be switched. He was starting to fear her, better yet, he feared her words.

"Down," he suddenly exclaimed to his partner, who immediately followed the order and dived down under the sting tail.

It turned into a chase in which he was being hunted this time. The human skinned decided he didn't like being the one who was chased, but he knew very well the shadow of the night was much faster than the sting tail. At least normally… for some reason this one seemed to be able to keep up. The human skinned looked over his shoulder and found the sting tail right at their tail.

"Go faster," he urged his scaled friend and looked down at him.

"I can't. I have been flying a lot, fighting even. I'm exhausted," the shadow of the night replied, annoyed about his current predicament, "this is just like when you got hit by the four winged."

A shadow of the night cringed when a stinging pain went through his head by recalling the memory. He did however start to remember more of that than before. Just that made him understand the fear that was coming from his partner who was starting to remember things too. Something was going on, neither of them understood what and it scared the hell out of them.

Without either of them noticing they had come closer to a fleet of ships. The same fleet they had ignored earlier that day.

Astrid made Stormfly fly as as fast as she could. The gap between them and Hiccup and his dragon was getting smaller quite quickly. It was just then she noticed the ships bellow coming closer at rapid speed. Well actually it was them closing in on the ships with rapid speed. The night fury suddenly had to focus on the arrows that were being shot at them. Astrid leaned forward to get a better look at the ships and grinned when she noticed they belonged to Berk.

"Down, Stormfly," she commanded the dragon she was sitting on.

It seemed to be hesitating about the decision, nonetheless followed the command.

"Hold on tight," Astrid told the woman behind her.

Not knowing what Astrid's plan was, the woman behind her tightened her grip even more than it already was.

With a pull on Stormfly spikes they suddenly flew upside down right over the ship and right over a person who was about to throw bolas at them. She grabbed them right out of the man's hands, leaving him with a gaping mouth. She then let Stormfly turn into the direction of Hiccup and his night fury. They were trying to find a way out of the nets and arrows that were coming their way. Ships had surrounded them by then.

Astrid stood up, keeping hold on one of the spikes as she swung the bola around above her. Her target was the night fury's tail. With great precision she threw the bolas, hitting its target. The effect was immediate, the night fury let out a load roar and looked at his tail for a fraction. He tried to keep himself in the air, but tumbled down. With a loud splash he and his rider landed in the ocean.

"Grab Hiccup," Astrid told Stormfly as she sat down again.

Stormfly made a dive and used her claws to fish Hiccup from the cold waters. Astrid steered Stormfly to one of the boats and let her dragon drop Hiccup, who rolled over the deck.

"Stay out of shot range," she said just before jumping of the blue scaled nadder. As if she had been doing it all her life Astrid easily landed on deck a few steps away from Hiccup who was stumbling to his feet as he was coughing from swallowing sea water seconds earlier. His back was turned to her. He looked up for a moment, seeing the deadly nadder, but without Astrid on her back. Quickly he spun around only to meet with a fist in his stomach. Time to recollect himself he had not as Astrid grabbed his wrist, spun him around and pushed him down harshly. He grunted as he landed and tried fighting his way out, but Astrid held her grip firm.

Suddenly the boat was swaying. Astrid looked up and saw a furious night fury claw his way onto the boat. Behind her she heard gasps of Vikings, shocked to seeing this beast. One they had never seen before. She heard weapons being grabbed as the black dragon walked towards her. As response she pulled out the sword Hiccup was carrying, to her surprise it was very lightweight, and held it near Hiccup's throat.

"One wrong move and he is done for," she threatened the beast.

It instantly halted and let out a low growl, looked at his friend Astrid was sitting on and then backed away a few steps. Astrid pulled the sword away from Hiccup, but held onto it still close enough to strike when needed as the night fury walked up and down making soft sounds as it was having a conversation with Hiccup.

"Do something," the human skinned practically begged as he looked to the side where saw his own sword dangerously close.

"She will kill you," the shadow of the night argued and glared at the female sitting on his partner.

He had heard her words earlier on and was thinking them over. Knowing his partner would never find peace if he was to remain as he was now. Next to that he himself was starting to question things too. Like how did he ever get to the nest of the queen in the first place? Why weren't there any other shadow of the night's there?

He shook his head, halted his pacing and promptly sat down watching the female. It glared back at him, but looked somewhat questioning. Pulling the sword away from his partner's throat ever so slightly.

"What are you doing?" the human skinned called out to him, "shoot her."

"And risk you being killed? Not likely. Have it her way."

"What!"

The human skinned one looked at him with surprise and fear written all over him.

"Y-you can't mean that."

"You wanted to know who you are… what you are. If she and the blue sting tail know the answer, let them tell you."

The shadow of the night then plopped his head on the wood, admitting his defeat.

"Traitor," the human skinned hissed at him.

Astrid watched as the night fury lay down, his head on his paws. It looked relaxed but was still watching her with an intense stare.

Behind her Vikings seemed to have gotten over their initial shock as she heard murmurs. People seemed to wonder what to do, for the dragon was not attacking, which was highly unusual. Next to that her riding a dragon act seemed to have gotten attention as well.

"Quiet!" roared the voice of none other than the chief.

Astrid swallowed, she wasn't really prepared for the questions she was about to get any second now. She just hoped things would turn out right… and the chief would believe. Who was she kidding, she still barely believed all this herself!

The stomping behind her got closer indicating Stoick was coming closer. She made sure she was still holding Hiccup down and got him no chance of getting away.

"What is the meaning of this, Astrid?"

It was as if those words were going through her entire body. She could feel the disappointment in them, the anger. It was then she realized this was the same as when he had been talking to Hiccup all those years ago. But she wasn't Hiccup, she wouldn't be intimidated by this. She looked up to the man who was giving the dragon further ahead more attention. His axe in his hand, ready to strike.

"If you could please lower the axe. The night fury won't attack, I have his partner here."

Stoick looked at Astrid for a moment and then back to the night fury, confused and probably not sure what to do first. Shout at her for picking the dragon's side and how it would have a human partner or question about the night fury.

"That's a night fury?" he eventually decided to say as he glared at the creature who kept his eyes on Stoick now.

"Yes," Astrid simply answered as turned her focus back to Hiccup who was trying to escape. "Start explaining. Now!" Stoick commanded.

Astrid sighed, "I will just… look there is a dragon in the sky and she has a human on her back…"

"I don't care about that!"

"She is from Berk! She told me herself and believe me chief, she doesn't enjoy being on the back of a dragon. So please put away the axe and let it land without attacking it so the woman can safely get off."

Stoick glared at Astrid and any normal person would avoid this, but Astrid was determined to show this stubborn man the truth, but only her way, which involved dragons. It wasn't often that someone wouldn't back down and she know it. When he looked up to Stormfly high in the sky, she knew she won. She saw him trying to identify the person, but the dragon was too far away.

"Fine, but if it starts attacking-"

"That won't happen," Astrid assured him and she looked up to Stormfly. "Come down!"

Astrid watched how Stormfly lowered ever so slowly, hesitant about her decent. She had to divert her attention back to Hiccup who was once again trying to free himself.

"Would you stop that?" she hissed to him.

"Let's make a deal, keep the woman, let me and the shadow of the night go and we won't return to your island for any raid it ever again," he mumbled back as he looked up to her as far as he could.

The offer was tempting. Yet…

"I am not letting you go," she whispered back and was shocked up when she suddenly felt a hand on her shoulder. She found her mother sitting across her.

"Foolish child, what are you doing?" she whispered, "and who is he?"

Astrid saw her mother study Hiccup who glared back at her, apparently not liking her presence. Then her eyes grew wide and she looked at her daughter. The question wasn't asked, but Astrid knew it and she nodded.

Across them another commotion had started. Stormfly had landed, she sure took her time, but that was probably because she was being careful. After all, it was a fleet full of Vikings with weapons.

As soon as the nadder had set foot on the ship, the woman on her back slid off and quickly got away from it, not even paying attention to the crowd she had landed in. She bumped into Astrid's mother with her back, spun around and spotted the girl on top of the boy.

"You… you are crazy. Flying upside down like that, we could have died," she uttered as she pointed at the girl.

Astrid gave her some sort of smile, not really willing to reply to that. What caught her attention was her mother's surprise when she saw this woman. In fact, the entire boat went silent. Astrid looked around and eventually saw Stoick's stunned face who dropped his axe at that moment.

"Impossible…" he said looking as he was seeing a ghost.

This caught the attention of the woman who now found out about the people she had landed among… and that she was being stared at.

"Val… you're alive?" Stoick said in a tone Astrid had never heard him talk, "where have you been all these years?"

Astrid watched the woman who apparently was called Val. No, Astrid immediately realized, it was Valka, Stoicks wife meaning that was Hiccup's mother. She looked down to the guy she was sitting on, he finally seemed to have given up on fighting and looked at a the scene with a bored expression.

"The nest," Valka eventually said in a whisper.

Stoick's stiffened for a moment, then marched to his wife, grabbed her by both arms and looked at her with a penetrating look.

"Where is it?" he asked as if his life depended on it, "tell me where it is."

"I'm not going to show you," Valka immediately replied, "I don't even know how I got out of it. I don't know the way."

Stoick looked disappointed, that was until he realized Astrid was the one who brought his wife back and so she must have been there too.

"Astrid, where is that nest?"

"You want to sail there with an already half defeated fleet of ships?" Astrid replied giving the chief a glare. How could he only think about the nest at this point?

There was several agreeing from the rest of the crew.

"Fine, we're sailing home first for reinforcement!" Stoick shouted loudly to make himself heard, then he turned to look at Astrid again, "now explain to me what you were doing the back of a dragon and who this is."

Astrid sighed as she tried to quickly gather the right words and decided to start with the beginning.

"A few days ago Berk was under attack. I went to check up on the supplies and saw something going into that direction. I shot it out of the air with a bola…"

"That was you!" came from Hiccup as he tried to sit up, "I should have killed you back then!"

"Would you shut up," Astrid hissed at him and pressed him against the wood.

From the corner of her eyes she could see Valka cringe a little, but made no complaints.

"So because of the bola, he and the night fury over there were stuck on Berk for a while. I managed to track them down… and got caught," she mumbled the last part, not very proud on her sloppy work there.

Her mother looked surprised at her, after all Astrid wasn't the kind of girl to easily get caught.

"After a while of watching him and the night fury I found out who he was," Astrid continued as she looked down at Hiccup.

He seemed annoyed, rolled his eyes and then shot a glare at the night fury in the distance who just rolled its own eyes and closed them shortly after that.

"Well? Who is he?" the chief asked impatiently.

Astrid was about to tell him, already had her mouth open to say the name, but changed her mind in the middle and looked up to him with some sort of glare, she could not explain.

"Why don't you find out yourself, chief?" she said boldly, shocking everyone on that ship.

She got glared at in return from Stoick, but eventually he averted his gaze to the boy she was sitting on. Astrid waited for him to reply. To say 'Hiccup'. To see his face lit up in joy. To give her a hint that he indeed cared for his son and would recognize him. At the same time she was afraid that he would do what apparently he had planned on doing; exile his only son. Seconds became a minute and he still hadn't said a word. Still didn't know. How can you not recognize your own son, she wondered.

"It's Hiccup," Valka eventually said with bitterness.

Stoick looked at her with wide eyes as she just looked at him with anger and disappointment. Some sort of shock went around the crew as soft whispering started. Curious about what had happened to Hiccup to side with dragons.

"About two years ago I suddenly find him on the island. At first I didn't know who he was. In fact I believed I was imagining things. Then he tells me he could bring me home, but I had to ride a dragon for that."

Valka looked over to the night fury.

"He called him, Toothless. What I saw was very… surreal. That dragon was protecting him. They even communicated as if the understood each other. When I told him I was from Berk, he said he couldn't bring me there. He refused to go back there."

She turned her attention back to Stoick and gave him a look of disgust.

"He heard you planned on exiling him the next day, so he left on his own," she said with a trembling voice, mostly because of anger as far as anyone could tell.

Stoick was speechless as he stared at his wife, who continued the story.

"He and Toothless ended up in a fight with the stormcutter that had brought me there. He did some crazy stunts, but got knocked unconscious. When… when he came to hours later he had forgotten who he was, then this loud roar from inside the mountain echoed around and… he went inside one of the caves. Ever since then… he's been the queen's slave as well his night fury."

Stoick seemed to have lost his ability to speak, while others clearly did not. There was soft murmurs, whispers, loud enough for Astrid to hear them. The words annoyed her, irritated her that she was almost willing to let Hiccup go, but she couldn't. She just wanted him to remember who he really was. She didn't understand why, but it didn't matter.

"Tie them up," Stoick's voice echoed across the ship.

In seconds groups of Vikings had thrown a net over Stormfly, who tried to fly away in panic. Ropes were tied around Toothless muzzle and wings as he glared at them and attempted to break free. Bellow her Hiccup tried to free himself and for a second he was, when she was pulled from his back. However three Vikings caught him and tied him up, throwing him near the dragons. He glared at them.

"Stoick, you can't do this!" Valka shouted at her husband, but he pushed her away.

"Her too," he said as he looked at Astrid.

Astrid gaped as she felt ropes being wrapped around her wrists once again. It hurt. She looked over to her mother with a plea for help, but got none and was thrown next to Hiccup. After that Stoick commanded to set sail again, while he was being shouted at by his wife.

They were ignored. At least mostly. Every now and then someone threw them a glance. Probably to make sure the dragons weren't trying to escape.

Hiccup had managed to sit up and looked over to Astrid.

"So… your own people turned against you. That must suck," he pointed out.

"I already expected it," Astrid said calmly as she looked over to Stormfly who was trying to battle the net but only got more stuck in, "could you tell her not to move. It will get worse she might hurt herself."

Hiccup threw her a skeptical look, but turned to look at the deadly nadder and softly talked to the dragon in their language. A moment later Stormfly had calmed down and lay there, looking defeated.

"Why are you worried about her anyway?" Hiccup asked as he watched the Vikings on deck, "Vikings and human… that sounds ridiculous."

"You're a human and you have Toothless," Astrid commented.

She saw his face drip annoyance.

"I'm not a human," he mumbled to her and remained silent after that.

It was much later he dropped to the side with a loud thud, making everyone jump.

"Calm down! Sheesh, he just fell asleep," Astrid told them and looked at the guy near her feet, wondering how he could even sleep in such a situation.

It was hours later, the sun had almost disappeared from the horizon and Berk had come into view, when Hiccup awoke from his slumber. He tried to sit up, but only rolled a little and found out his ability to move around was limited by ropes around his arms and legs. He thought his situation over and managed to push himself up, but bumped into another person in the process. Quickly he shove away from her as she looked at him a little surprised.

"How can you sleep through all that noise?" she asked him.

Then Hiccup indeed heard voices, or more like shouts. As he looked around he found himself on a ship with tons of people. One of them was the woman who had told him he had amnesia, she was currently in a fight with a large man who looked very intimidating according to Hiccup.

"I… don't know… how did I get here anyway?" he asked and turned to look at the girl again.

For a moment she looked surprised, but then she started to smile a little as her face lit up.

"Do you remember who you are?"

"Who I… uhm, some dragon named Toothless told me my name was Hiccup," he said as he looked around to find the dragon.

His eyes landed on a black pile with ropes around him. Two big green eyes met with his. The dragon looked relieved, but guilty at the same time and looked away. He looked back at the girl, finding ropes around her hands and feet as well.

"Why are we tied up?" he asked somewhat afraid of the answer.

The smile she was having disappeared and she looked to the side. Hiccup followed her gaze and found another dragon, this one was under a net.

"It's probably because the chief believes we sided with dragons."

He threw her a confused look, but she was now focusing on the movement of the many Vikings around. There was a lot of shouting from others now as well and not much later they hit something softly.

Gobber made his way down to the harbor. He had heard the ships had returned from their search for the nest and saw the first ones already throwing the planks down as he came closer. He suddenly stopped in his tracks when he saw Astrid being pushed forward and her growling back that she could perfectly walk without being pushed. The girl stopped in front of him as he gaped at her.

"Astrid… how?" he started and then saw a bunch of Viking pulling a deadly nadder along.

They poked it with a stick, making the dragon fight back with her tail.

"Would you stop doing that to her! You'll only get hurt yourself!" Astrid shouted to the Vikings, but none of them listened and she let out a frustrated growl.

It suddenly became clear to Gobber what the girl had done, though he would call it crazy.

"You… went after that guy on a dragon," Gobber stated.

Before she could reply, Gobber saw Stoick march off the boat. He gave the deadly nadder a glare when he passed it and stopped near Gobber, giving Astrid a scowl before he turned his attention to Gobber.

"How did things go here? Where is Snotlout, he's supposed to be here too."

"He's out on sea… fishing," Gobber as he mumbled, still a little overwhelmed as he watched the scenes taking place.

He turned his focus on the people coming off the ship, more particularly the woman that just came ashore. She was looking around happily for a moment, but then her gaze fell upon Stoick and a frown covered her face.

The next one was a young boy who tried to calm a big black dragon which clearly didn't like the spears pointing in his sides. It made quite a turmoil and actually managed to grab one spear, while he had his muzzle tied, and threw it in the water, including the one holding onto the spear.

Gobber gave Astrid a questioning look, knowing this dragon was the same one who had attacked them a few days ago. Astrid seemed to completely ignore him and focused on the fight displaying. Stoick had joined it as well and threw himself on top of the night fury. The fight was quite a display, but the chief eventually won and the dragon was tied down onto some wooden platform with wheels under it.

"Bring those monsters to the kill ring," Stoick roared.

Quickly some Vikings gathered and started pushing the cart with the night fury, while some others took care of the deadly nadder. Gobber watched how the dragons were taken away and was surprised to find Astrid look worried about them.

"They… they're not going to kill them… are they?" asked a voice behind him he recognized all too well. He spun around and found the boy that had been riding the night fury. He looked a little scared as he was looking at the dragons in the distance.

"I hope not," Astrid whispered.

Gobber looked from the boy to Astrid, back to the boy, weirded out by the situation and not believing his eyes. Astrid saw this and gave him a weak smile with a nod. Then he looked back at the boy, who seemed to have noticed his weird behavior and gave Gobber a questioning look.

"Hiccup?" Gobber uttered eventually as a grin appeared on his face.

"Uhm… yes… should I know you?"

Gobber's jaw dropped as he stared at the boy. By Thor had he grown, but he looked as scrawny as ever. His hair looked more ruffled and his attire was replaced with more leather. It had all sort of pockets and Gobber wondered what could be in those.

Then it hit him that Hiccup didn't seem to recognize him.

"He has amnesia," Astrid explained as she was focusing on the chief who came their way again.

Gobber noticed the glare Stoick was throwing at the two teens as he passed. He didn't even know what to say when the chief suddenly announced to throw the two in prison. Luckily someone else knew, and she voiced her opinion quite loudly too.

"Prison? Have you gone mad?!" he heard Valka shout as she made her way to her husband.

"They sided with dragons!" retorted Stoick as he pointed at the two teenagers, "they are the ones that have gone mad!"

Gobber saw how Stoick glared at some Vikings to move and bring the two teenagers to prison already. Quickly some made their way to him and pulled the two along, not willing to feel the wrath of Stoick. Gobber sighed as he watched his friend stomp of, angry wife in tow constantly shouting at him, and decided it was best to first let this sink on before even approaching him about the mistake the man just made.

Astrid didn't like being searched for weapons and she certainly didn't like being touched like the way they did. It wasn't like she was carrying anything anyway. Once they had searched every inch of her, she was pushed into a prison cell. With a loud bang the door was closed and the ropes around her wrists were removed.

All the while, Hiccup was still being searched. Many items were taken from him, maps, paper, charcoal pencils, pocket knives, a sword, some weird thing that looked like a pocket knife yet without a blade, a compass and more. She was surprised that he was carrying that much along and he seemed to not even know why he was carrying it. Everything landed in a box and Hiccup in the cell across the one of Astrid. The rope around his wrists were removed as well and after that the group of Vikings that had brought them there left.

It was then Astrid let herself vent. Angrily she kicked the cell door several times, walked around a little before punching a wall and regretting that right afterwards. Gritting her teeth she sank through her knees, rubbing her hurt knuckles.

"You alright?" came worried from the other cell.

Astrid looked up and him holding onto the bars of the door, looking worried, afraid and mostly confused.

"Ya," Astrid sighed as she sat down on the floor and started staring at the ceiling.

This sucked. So much for trying to help. She started to very much dislike Stoick and mostly his poor decision making. She brings back his son, his wife even! And what did she get in return? A prison cell.

"I'm sorry," mumbled Hiccup from his cell.

It surprised her.

"What are you sorry for?"

"I don't know… it feels like this is all my fault."

Astrid watched him go to the far end of his cell, hiding in the darkness. It surprised her how he, even without his memories, still took the blame. It brought her back to the day where they were in the kill ring chasing a gronckle. How it ended in a disaster and took the blame for all the destruction, while she had been to blame too.

"It's not your fault," she whispered, "I did this to myself… and I think I dragged you along. I should be sorry… so.. I'm sorry."

She heard him, but didn't dare to look and stared at the floor instead. She felt weird. Never in her life she had said sorry to anyone other than her parents. And saying it to her parents had been a long time ago. To think she would say that word, to Hiccup even, was weird.

They stayed silent for a long time. Neither knew how long, but after what seemed forever the door further back opened silently. Astrid eventually looked up when she heard footsteps coming closer and found her mother.

"Mom!" she exclaimed, jumping to her feet.

"Shh," her mother urged as she shushed the girl.

The woman then pulled a bread from her sleeve, passing it to her daughter. Astrid took it with a smile as her mother made her look at her.

"Whatever happens tomorrow, you made the right choice."

"Even the part that involves me riding a dragon?" Astrid said with uncertainty leaking her voice and an uncomfortable grin on her face.

Her mother started laughing, "Yes even that. Though I do wonder where in the world you got that idea from."

Astrid nodded in the direction of the cell across her and added with a grin, "him."

Her mother looked around and found Hiccup looking miserable at the floor. He noticed he was being watched and looked up.

Astrid saw her mother set a step towards Hiccup's cell, pulling another bread from her sleeve.

"Here, eat."

Hiccup looked confused, but leaned towards the prison door and took the food.

"Thanks."

"Thanks, mom," Astrid said now too.

Her mother looked around, nodded and then left. Leaving the two to eat their dry bread, waiting for an uncertain future as to what was to happen to them.
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><p><strong>Chapter 6: Choices<strong>

With a loud bang the door to the chiefs house closed. The sound echoed throughout the village, making Vikings jump. It wasn't often their chief was in a pissed off mood, well.. not this bad, so everyone had been staying on a low profile ever since his return.

Everyone, but one person. His wife had been bickering with him since the moment she set foot on land, or as others had said, even before that. Rumors were spreading quickly to anyone willing to listen to them, which basically meant every single Viking living there. They grew bigger with each telling, but there was a basic that came back in every story. Hiccup was alive and had joined the dragons, he ran because his father wanted to banish him. Astrid's involvement was often different, but the basic part was that she had joined Hiccup. And because they both joined the dragons they were thrown in prison, despite Valka's protest.

Stoick was a man of traditions. Those who were mad enough to side with dragons are normally straightly set on a boat and banished or worse, killed on the spot. He already broke traditions by simply throwing them in jail. But what was he to do? One of them was his long lost son, who apparently had overheard him talking to Gobber that faithful night. How he wished he could take those words back. Now the boy was speaking the tongue of the dragons and had no memories of who he really was. Worst of all, helped the dragons with the raids.

The other was one of his best young warriors, even better than some of the older men. He had always seen Astrid as faithful and a true Viking. She too had sided with the dragons.

Then there was this issue with his wife, who apparently was alive. Of course he was happy about that, overjoyed even, but that joy was overshadowed by anger, disappointment and confusion.

All the chief wanted to do, was hug his family members, but traditions prevented him from doing so. It put him in battle with himself, resulting in him being angry. He had been shouting and ordering people around until he had closed that door loudly. It was certain everyone would think that all he was feeling was anger, but those who looked further than surface, saw his confusion. Yet… no-one, not even Gobber approached him, instead they let him sit there in his house alone once again, pondering over what he should do and what he wanted to do. He sat near the fire like the broken man he had been for the last four years.

Astrid stared at the wall of her prison cell. She was, purely out of boredom, counting the stones, while trying to ignore her stomach which was demanding food. It had been hours ago since she got some bread from her mother. At least half a day, if not more. She couldn't really tell. Maybe it was less and just seemed a long time ago.

A frown covered her face when she came to the conclusion that the last line of stones she was counting she already had counted. Frustrated over this, but more about the fact she was doing something like this in first place, she slid down the wall she was leaning against. Looking around she found Hiccup asleep on the floor in his own cell, or so she thought when she saw his eyes closed.

At what seemed forever someone came in and Astrid jumped up from her slumber she had fallen in and hoped they were there to bring them food. But when four Vikings showed up with no trace of a piece of food, her hope washed away. The door to her cell was sung open and without any remorse two of them fiercely pushed her arms on her back, giving her the feeling they would break them. A rope was tight around her wrist, giving a burning sensation reopening the barely healed burns of a few days ago. But she was a Hofferson, so she gritted her teeth and let all come over her. She watched how two of the men hoisted a half asleep Hiccup to his feet and bind his wrists together as well. He grunted a little when they pulled the ropes tighter and tighter, not exactly something you want to wake up to. Then he was pushed out of his cell and noticed her. Astrid let her be guided by the two men who were holding her arms and pushed her forward as she looked away from the confused look on Hiccup's face.

For a good five minutes Astrid was afraid they were going to the harbor where they would be placed on a boat and sent to the ends of the earth. She let out a silent sigh of relieve when it was the direction of the great hall they were walking in. Along the way she saw Vikings stop with whatever they were doing and looking at them. Astrid ignored the dirty looks they were giving her. She saw Ruffnut amongst the crowd, looking somewhat worried but mostly thrilled. For some weird reason it put a smile on Astrid's face as she was then pushed up the stairs to the great hall. Walking up that stairs wasn't easy whilst being pushed forward she noticed. On multiple occasions she almost fell. In fact, at some point Hiccup fell and when Astrid looked over her shoulder to see if he was alright, he was being pulled to his feet. Her attention was soon drawn to the people behind Hiccup and his guards. The entire village was following. Great, she thought annoyed and entered the great hall.

They stopped far in the back and Hiccup was placed next to her. The soft whispering that increased told her more and more people were entering. She dared to look around a bit, finding Vikings with their weapons ready, in case they decided to bolt. Her eyes fell upon her mother who looked worried and her father who looked highly annoying and about to attack someone. Quickly Astrid looked in front of her again and hoped that if she were to get through this trial alive, her father wouldn't give her one of those lectures where he would simply swing around his axe at her.

Not much later she heard the doors of the great hall close, telling her everyone, or pretty much everyone, was inside and things were about to start. From the shadows a big figure stepped forward, not saying a word. Astrid didn't need to see him to know it was the chief. The sound of his feet hitting the ground gave that away. He stepped into the light and stopped a couple of feet away from her and Hiccup, looking at her with an expression Astrid recognize but couldn't place. It was when he turned to look at Hiccup she realized that this look was the very same one he had given Hiccup since forever. It was filled with disappointment, anger and even a hint of sadness. For a moment Astrid got angry at him for giving her such a look. She had done nothing wrong… okay perhaps flying a dragon wasn't much to his liking. Then she realized that the chief did care, but he was the chief and therefor he had to stay neutral, do what's best for everyone. It also meant she had a chance. If only she was good at negotiating, her previous try turned out in almost getting killed by the person standing right next to her.

The crowd had quiet down as now Gobber stepped forward. Unlike Stoick he didn't look disappointed or angry, instead there was only sadness found in his eyes. Astrid sort of understood why. Hiccup had been Gobber's apprentice for years, he was the one who got the note from Hiccup and now, when he was finally back, it seemed like the boy was about to be banished.

"Astrid Hofferson, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock…" Gobber said as if there was a heavy weight upon his shoulders, it was quite clear he didn't like the words he was about to say, "you are both charged for siding with dragons."

Gobber stepped back and to Astrid's surprise she caught a glimpse of him giving Stoick an angry look. "Anything you want to add to that, before I decided what to do with you two?" Stoick asked with a low angry voice.

Astrid hadn't even opened her mouth to say something, when her mother burst from the crowd. Knocking a couple of Vikings over on her way and stepping in the middle of the attention.

"She brought your son and wife back!" she shouted loudly as she pointed at Valka standing further away not looking pleased either, "don't ya dare doing anything to her, Stoick!"

Astrid had seen her mother angry a lot of times, but not like this. She had never seen her mother disagree or shout at the chief, especially not with a look that told Astrid her mother was ready to chop the chief's head off.

Soft whispering went around the hall. Some agreeing with her mother, some disagreeing. Stoick silenced them quickly.

"That girl," he started with a booming voice above everyone else, making them shut up as he pointed at Astrid, "sided with dragons. She flew one and she could order one! She's a traitor! And the same goes for him!"

All Astrid could trace in Stoick's voice was hatred towards dragons and perhaps some pain for the fact that Hiccup sided with them. The hatred however seem to take precedence.

"I didn't side with dragons!" Astrid shouted to make sure she was heard above the racket that had broken loose. People quite down and focused on her as she repeated her words in a more softer matter.

"I did not side with dragons. Those dragons sided with us."

Stoick looked a little taken aback, but only for a short moment.

"You really think I would believe such nonsense!" he bellowed.

"If we really sided with dragons then don't you think we would have attacked you!" Astrid shouted back frustrated, "didn't you listen at all back on the ship! Hiccup was being controlled by a dragon queen. Dragons are being controlled by that queen, you really think they like that!"

She heard people talk, agreeing or disagreeing, speculating about her words.

"The dragons, as well as Hiccup, were forced to raid us and many others to feed the queen and in return they have a home. Everywhere else they are in danger, because Vikings are there or come there quite often. They have no choice."

As Astrid heard herself blurt those words she realized how much it sounded like she was taking the side of the dragons. Then it dawned on her that she had realized the actual situation they were in. A never ending circle of death that could only be broken if they were to change their ways. Knowing Vikings, she knew that was impossible. They were stubborn and hated it when traditions changed, they were traditions after all. Killing dragons had been part of their lives for more than three hundred years, it had been part of her life. Yet here she was, siding with the creatures she once killed without remorse. Feeling sympathy for them. All because she saw Hiccup being friendly, with a lack of a better explanation, with a very feared dragon.

She looked to her side where the boy who changed her thoughts stood with a rather confused look. He had lost his memories, he couldn't help her in this battle. How she wished he would remember who he was, he would know what to say. She was sure he knew more about dragons and this whole situation than she did. If the real Hiccup was anything like the dragon Hiccup she had met days ago, then he would make himself heard.

"Quiet!" Stoick shouted, making her look at the man again.

He then pointed at her, "You are putting your people in danger, both of you. I don't see any reason why I shouldn't banish you both!"

"And here I thought you missed your son. I can see why he ran off now," she spat at him.

How dare he. For everything she had done, she could have been dead, and her thanks for all of that? Okay, she hadn't know it was his wife, but she knew about his son. Then again, he was planning on banishing him, which was something she hadn't known and back then it really looked like he was heartbroken when he lost his son.

"How dare you," Stoick growled low as he walked towards her with a threatening look.

Astrid didn't back down, making the crowd gasp and hold their breath for what was about to happen. No-one would stop the chief if he planned on doing something brutal. He was, after all, the chief. Astrid stood little chance, is what many thought. Yet she stood there, as proudly as ever, giving her fair share of opinion like she would when it was needed.

"I may not have been good friends with him, but I do know he was always on his own and you and probably everyone else in the village would blame him for everything that went wrong," she said back in soft tone as she glared at the man.

She knew she was just as guilty as everyone else on this island for Hiccup's disappearance, but she realized her mistake and promised herself to stand by his side this time, she promised shortly after his disappearance, because she knew she had been terrible to him.

Stoick's face was turning red with anger and just when he was about to open his mouth, someone hit him on the head from behind. Another gasp ran through the great hall and Stoick looked like he was going to kill this person. Who dared to stop him?

The man turned around and found none other than Gothi, the only person who was able to stop him without getting killed in doing so.

Astrid watched how the woman pushed the man, who was three times as big as her, away with ease using her stick and walked to Hiccup. Hiccup, still completely at a loss about what was going on in the first place, gave Astrid a questioning face. He also seemed somewhat frightened and she couldn't blame him for that. Astrid shrugged her shoulders as she had no idea what the elder was up to. Gothi studied him for a moment and then walked to a pile of sand somewhat further away. Gobber was actually standing right next to it and he watched her scribble things.

"She wants to know what the first thing is you remember, Hiccup," he said translating the images in the sand, trying not to mess this up. He didn't want to lose his apprentice once more so he would do whatever it took to stop Stoick from making another big mistake.

Somewhat uncertain Hiccup opened his mouth, "waking up on a boat… being tied up?"

"Before that," Gobber said not needing Gothi to tell him that.

He was curious about this too. For a moment the boy looked thoughtful as he tried to remember and then turned to look at his mother. The woman, still standing in the shadows away from the crowd, looked up surprise when he was looking her way.

"She told me I had amnesia."

"Anything else?" Gobber asked patiently.

"The black dragon…Toothless? He told me my name was Hiccup and that I was human and then I asked her what happened, because neither of us could remember," he gestured at his mother again, although he didn't seem to have the slightest clue it was his mother, "she told me we ended up in a fight against another dragon."

"Anything else?" Gobber asked again, hoping for more, but Hiccup shook his head adding the words of him not remembering anything else. It seemed to bother him.

Valka watched the scene. It was still weird for her to be among people, especially this many. Earlier that day she had been bickering with her husband. Accusing him, calling him all sort of things and blaming him for this. Yet here she was, keeping her mouth shut for the mere reason she couldn't deal with this. She didn't know how to. What was there left to do so she could stop her husband from making an awful mistake? She knew exactly what he was like, especially when it came to dragons. It didn't matter if it was his son, betrayal was betrayal.

She saw Stoick in a heated discussion with both Gobber and Gothi and feared the worst for her son and perhaps also for Astrid. Her eyes landed on Hiccup who looked uncertain and somewhat scared, expressions she hadn't seen on his face before. Astrid looked mostly angry and would glare at Stoick as she was waiting for the verdict.

People were losing interest and started to scatter a bit, some checking if supper was done yet. She heard talks and caught words like 'I don't care it's just Hiccup' or 'he better kill that boy', only annoying her. About Astrid people seemed indifferent. For some reason they seemed convinced Astrid had indeed manage to make a dragon listen to her commands. The girl herself seemed to have heard too, for Valka saw Astrid's frown and loose her focus on glaring at Stoick's back.

"He's your son!" it suddenly sounded.

It were Gobber's words and they caught Valka's attention. She was close enough to hear the discussion between him and her husband, unlike the other Vikings who just kept on chatting with each other.

"He sided with dragons! He's not my son!" she heard Stoick hiss back at him.

Gobber glared at him, "Are you going to make the same mistake twice?"

These words echoed through Valka's mind. Reminding her of the words Hiccup had said when he still could remember who he was. That brief moment in which he told her he ran away because his father was going to banish him anyway. The harsh words of truth. She did cower, she still did. She was standing here, thinking there was nothing left she could do to chance Stoick's mind. Silently accepting whatever decisions he was going to make. She wondered whatever happened to that woman who could hit Stoick on the head and tell him what to do so he wouldn't make stupid mistakes. It was then she decided not to make that mistake once more and she found her will to keep on fighting once more.

"Stoick," she said firmly, making her husband look around surprised.

With more confidence then she had felt in years she walked to small group of Vikings. She knew quite well her son hated her and most likely his father, but this was something she could do. Perhaps as a last thing in the hope that someday, when he would remember who he was, would be able to forgive her.

Three pair of eyes stared at her and she feel the eyes of Astrid now locked on her.

"I know you wish to banish him. You hate dragons and I don't particularly like them either, but I don't think there is a reason for banishing him. Let me finish," she said sternly as Stoick opened his mouth to interrupt her, "he ran away. He doesn't want to be here. As soon as he remembers who he is, he most likely leaves on his own. Instead of giving him a reason to hate you more, let him decide to leave on his own."

Stoick looked thoughtful and eventually sighed, a sign for both Valka and Gobber that he was convinced.

"What about the dragons?" he asked calmer than he had been a few minutes ago.

"They are harmless actually, unless Hiccup tells Toothless to attack… I don't know about Astrid and her dragon though, but the deadly nadder seems harmless too."

"Astrid wouldn't attack her own people unless you give her a reason to," Gobber added to that and Stoick nodded in agreement as he let out another sigh.

"I can't simply not do anything. The people won't accept that."

"Then think of something that they will accept. You are the chief, not them." Valka urged.

Astrid watched the group of adults. After Gobber's loud comment and Stoick's reply she hadn't been able to hear another thing. Behind her people seemed to have lost interest completely, well beside her parents and family members that is. But the moment Stoick turned around and stepped forward again, all eyes were turned to him once more.

Astrid held her breath, afraid of the word 'exile' that might be leaving his mouth.

"Astrid, you are to make Hiccup remember. If either of you two or your dragons are in any way a threat to anyone, the dragons will be killed and you are both exiled. Am I clear?"

Astrid swallowed somewhat relieved and nodded. Hiccup did the same. There was some complaining among the Vikings, as Stoick now turned his attention to the crowd.

"Whoever provokes an attack of either of them or the dragons, will be punished. I don't want any madness going one here!" Stoick roared making sure everyone heard him.

Fishlegs made sure the boat didn't hit the harbor too hard and jumped onto the dock, throwing the ropes around the pole making sure it was tightly knot. Tuffnut then dropped the plank so they could easily carry the baskets of fish off the boat.

"Where is everyone?" he pointed out.

This caught the attention of Fishlegs, now noticing the absence of anyone in the harbor at all. Immediately he was on alert and grabbed a hold on his sword as he made his way up. Something had to have happened here, why else was no-one there. However, by the time he was at the top, Vikings were coming his way, rapidly talking about something. Fishlegs looked into the distance and saw more people coming out of the great hall. Relieved he let his sword for what his was and asked two of the men coming his way to help with unloading the boat. All fish baskets were on shore in ten minutes, since it were no more than ten baskets.

Snoutlout jumped onto the dock and marched his way up.

"It's a good thing I went along, otherwise you guys wouldn't have caught this much," he bragged to Fishlegs and Tuffnut, both dragging a basket with them, while Snoutlout was carrying none. Fishlegs rolled his eyes annoyed.

The baskets of fish were dropped off at the shed where they kept all their fish. Fishlegs hoped they wouldn't be stolen by the dragons again as he made his way to the great hall to get himself a meal.

While there was much complaining, people seemed to accept the decision of Stoick and went their ways. Families went home for dinner, others stayed to eat the food that was offered in the great hall. Astrid rubbed her wrists, hurting from the ropes. She really had to put some ointment on them. Gobber smiled thankfully at her when he walked away and cut the ropes around Hiccup's wrists. As she watched that, Hiccup was rubbing his wrists too, she saw her mother coming her way and tackled her in a hug.

"You foolish child," her mother half cried half smiled as she held Astrid tight.

"Mum, you're suffocating me," Astrid managed to utter.

Her mother let go off the hug but held on to her hands, giving her a stern look. Astrid winched a little as she was partly holding her wrists.

"Once you're home you have a lot of explaining to do, young lady," her mother said firmly.

Astrid nodded feeling somewhat uncomfortable and got another hug from her mother, before she announced to get her some food. She watched her mother leave and join the line at the bar before turning to look to Hiccup who got a slap on the back from Gobber, making him almost fall forward. It was a sight Astrid hadn't seen in a long time. Gobber was laughing as Hiccup was looking uncomfortable at him, not sure about what to do. It felt somewhat nostalgic, but she knew that once Hiccup would remember, he would not stand around unsure of himself like that anymore… at least she thought. In fact, she was certain he would jump on Toothless and leave this place as soon as he got the chance. With that thought she walked to the two, wondering if maybe she could convince him into teaching her at least some things about dragons. Both men looked up, the youngest somewhat thankful, probably because she was the only one he somewhat knew.

"Thanks lass… perhaps it's a good thing ya didn't listen to me," Gobber grinned and walked away, giving her a firm slap on her should as he passed her.

"So…" Hiccup started awkwardly as he had always sound as he tried to start a conversation, "You are going to help me remember what exactly?"

"Who you are, I guess."

"And your name is… Astrid?"

Astrid nodded and looked around when she heard her mother say her name too. A plate of food was pushed in her hands. To her surprise her mother had also brought some food for Hiccup.

"Eat. Once you're done come home, okay. You too, sweetie," her mother said as she looked at Hiccup.

"Shouldn't he stay with –" Astrid started but was cut off by her mother.

"Absolutely not."

Astrid rolled her eyes, remembering her mother words of years ago. Combined with what happened today she had to agree. It wasn't a wise choice to let him stay with his parents. If he were to remember he would just… well actually she didn't know what would happen. If he was anything like the Hiccup she had met when he thought he was a dragon… A shuddering ran down her spine.

"Okay, but I'm first going to get Stormfly and Toothless too."

Her mother gave her a questioning look.

"The dragons… the nightfury is called Toothless and the deadly nadder I was flying on is called Stormfly," she mumbled seeing her mother's eyes grow wider.

"And where do you plan to bring them? They are dragons."

"They're harmless, mom, I promise. They can stay in the shed, it's empty anyway."

"And why do you think that is. The few sheep we had left have been taken by dragons."

"Mom, please," Astrid begged.

"I can ask them to behave," Hiccup suggested, having both women to look at him, making him feel uncomfortable once more.

Astrid looked back at her mother with begging eyes, she used a lot on her father. Though they usually didn't work on her mother, it seemed to work this time for she sighed and nodded.

"But be careful, now go eat, before it's cold."

With that her mother left and Astrid took Hiccup with her to a table in the far back.

Hiccup ate his food in silence. He looked up when a blond haired girl walked up to Astrid with a grin. Astrid rolled her eyes, but grinned back. The girl sat down next to Astrid with a plate of food of her own. When she looked his way he quickly started looking at his food.

"You are as awkward as ever," the girl said, making him look up surprised.

He saw Astrid grin at the comment, while he was at a loss of words. Was he supposed to know this person? He had no time to come up with something to say, for some new people joined them.

"Hey guys," it sounded behind him and he looked around finding a hefty person with a very gently face, "oh, hello. I don't think I have ever seen you around? Are you a traveler? Or perhaps lost at sea?"

Hiccup shook his head trying to ignore the two girls who attempted to cover up their snickering. The hefty boy also raised an eyebrow at this as he sat down next to Hiccup, placing his bowl of food on the table.

"How was the fishing trip?" the girl Hiccup didn't know the name of asked.

The hefty boy let out an annoyed grunt, "I think we would have caught way more if Snotlout hadn't come along."

"That I can believe," Astrid said sounding annoyed as she rolled her eyes.

"Anyway, what happened here? There was no-one at the harbor when we arrived."

Astrid shared looks with Hiccup and the girl next to her.

"You had to be there," Astrid eventually said mysteriously.

Hiccup saw the guy next to him shrug his shoulder and eat his meal as he and the other boy on the other side of the table were talking about their fishing tip. It was when Astrid realized Hiccup was done eating, she stood up and announced they had some business to do. The girl, who Hiccup found out was called Ruffnut, said she wanted to tag along and when Astrid didn't object the two boys, called Fishlegs and Tuffnut, joined in as well.

Hiccup followed, or rather was dragged along by Astrid who marched with her head held high to the exit of the great hall. He was more than happy to make a quick exit as he really didn't like the stares he was getting. The others, accept for perhaps Astrid, didn't see any of that or maybe ignored it. He wondered where they were going, but apparently the place was far outside the town. They crossed a long bridge far above the see. He peered down thinking he better watch his footing so not to fall, if he were to fall off, he most definitely would die. When he looked in front of him again a building came into view.

"Why are we going to the kill ring?" he picked up Fishlegs saying.

"Kill ring?" he repeated in slight panic.

He wasn't going to be killed right?

"Ya, we kill dragons there. Also when you're old enough you get trained on how to kill them," Tuffnut grinned.

Hiccup gulped and looked over to Astrid with begging eyes. He wanted her to tell him it wasn't true, but she casted her eyes down and gave a slight nod. Though she didn't seem happy about it either. In silence he begged Toothless hadn't been killed yet. That dragon was the only one who seemed to know everything about him. Also for some reason this fear of Toothless being dead was tugging at his heart, telling him he deeply cared for this dragon, even if he didn't remember anything about the black creature.

They reached the building and walked down a platform that allowed you to look inside. Hiccup looked down and his heart jumped out of relieve when he saw his black scaled companion looking just utterly bored.

"Toothless," he called out in pure joy and without thinking he jumped through one of the holes in the net of chains.

"Are you insane!" Fishlegs shouted behind him, seeing the two dragons inside, "… why are those dragons loose in the first place?"

Hiccup ignored the boy and rushed over to Toothless who had jumped up the moment he heard his name. He leaped right over to his auburn haired human friend, making Hiccup fall on his back.

It must have been quite a sight to see to Fislegs and Tuffnut. Thinking the boy in the ring was about to be attacked, but instead got a lick on his face and then started laughing and suddenly talking in the language of dragons itself. Astrid found it quite amusing. Even though Hiccup didn't remember a thing this seemed like a reunion of two best friends. Both probably glad the other was alive.

Hiccup pushed Toothless on his snout to make him stop sniffing him.

"Stop it," he still laughed, "I'm fine."

"Stop making me worry so much about you," Toothless scolded as he did stop sniffing his friend who gave him an uncertain smile.

The sound of someone else landing in the arena made both look up. Toothless immediately protectively stepped over Hiccup and snarled at the girl to leave. Hiccup crawled from under the dragon wing.

"It's alright. She's not going to harm me. She actually helped me… although I still don't really understand the situation I am in."

"That's because you don't remember! Who is she?" Toothless said, this time stepping between Hiccup and the girl.

"She's called Astrid."

Toothless earflaps perked up, before going very low and giving the girl a growl of mutters even Hiccup didn't hear, but he was certain Toothless just called her all sort of terrible things. He wondered why.

"We are leaving this instant," the dragon then announced and pushed his snout against Hiccup as sign he should get on.

"What? Why?" Hiccup didn't understand at all. In fact he was even more confused than he already was.

"Because this is Berk! You ran away from this place years ago! These people hurt you and I am not going to let that happen again! Especially now that you don't remember a thing!" Toothless roared at him, "Now get on my back! We are leaving!"

Hiccup didn't move at all, he was too overwhelmed to do so. The words 'ran away' still ringing in his ears. He looked over to Astrid who was petting the snout of the deadly nadder. She noticed him looking and waited for him to ask his question while on the platform above the two boys were still freaking out over the fact that these dragons weren't attacking.

"I ran away?" Hiccup almost whispered.

Astrid nodded and walked closer to him, ignoring the warning growls from Toothless that she shouldn't come so close.

"And you had all reason to," she gave him a soft smile before looking down to Toothless, "He doesn't want you to be here does he?"

Hiccup shook his head, making Astrid smile for some reason.

"It's good to know you found a friend who really cares for you."

Toothless gave her a confused look and lowered his guard a little, telling Hiccup to ask her what she wanted from them. Hiccup translated the question.

"For you to remember who you are," she said as she stood up, "though I was told to make you remember, I would have done so even without being ordered to. Once you do, please ask you scaled friend here to blast your father's house down before you two leave."

Toothless sat down confused, watching the blonde girl as he repeated her words in his mind. This was the same Astrid he had been told about so many times. The one who Hiccup had a crush on, whatever that may mean, but he was almost sure Hiccup wanted to mate with her but got turned down. She was also the one who was part of the reason Hiccup had left this island. Toothless had seen Hiccup completely broken and confused when it came to this girl. How she had been terrible to him, yet he still loved her as he would say so himself. How she had said nothing and put all the blame on the poor boy when there was this dragon training session.

She seemed sincere with her offer to help Hiccup remember who he is, but Toothless wondered how much of a help she would be in the first place. She didn't know the boy like he did. Nonetheless, apparently she was fine with them leaving after Hiccup remembered and he could definitely use some help, so Toothless decided to give this girl the benefit of the doubt. Especially since he had heard the story of Stormfly who had told him that they were freed from the queen because of this girl. For now he was going to keep an eye on her.

Astrid watched Toothless, who eventually gave an node of approval. She let out a sigh he was agreeing with the plan and then smiled.

"Please put up with me for a while then."

"Uh… ya… you too, I guess, with us I mean" Hiccup mumbled awkwardly.

Toothless gave out a snort and plopped down, watching the two.

"Let's just hope you don't get controlled by that queen again, I really don't want to deal with that again," Astrid replied.

"Ya, then she's gonna complete freak out again."

Both Astrid and Hiccup looked around as Ruffnut walked inside the kill ring. She had opened the gate. Toothless jumped up and stepped in front of Hiccup again, giving the new girl a glare. Ruffnut ignored the black scaled one and walked straight to Stormfly.

"Hey girl, remember me?"

Stormfly let out a content purr as she got petted on her snout by Ruffnut, but suddenly jumped into an alerting state, having her tail ready to fire as the two boys carelessly walked into the kill ring as well. Fishlegs and Tuffnut jumped back as a warning shot from both Toothless and Stormfly were coming their way.

"Hey! Why can you guys approach them without getting attacked!" Tuffnut shouted annoyed.

"Because we're not carrying weapons, moron," Ruffnut pointed out.

Fishlegs immediately dropped all his weapons down to pocket knife he would use to clean fish. When he then carefully walked towards the dragons, who were still skeptical, but didn't attack.

"Amazing," Fishlegs whispered and studied the to him unknown dragon from a distance as it was not willing to let him closer, "so this is what a nightfury looks like."

Astrid stepped next to him.

"Fastest dragon in the world. I'm surprised Stormfly managed to catch up with him… and that you managed to shoot it out of the air, Hiccup," she said as she looked over to the boy without memories.

Hiccup looked up with a questioning look, but before he could even open his mouth to ask about what she was talking, Fishlegs did.

"Hiccup? Wait, you're Hiccup?" the hefty boy asked with widened eyes.

Hiccup could only nod, starting to get a little annoyed about his amnesia. Everyone seemed to know who he was, but had no clue who everyone was. The boy now gasped at him and fired a whole lot of questions, until Ruffnut placed a hand on his mouth. Hiccup watched how Fishlegs immediately stopped talking and blushed a little.

"He has amnesia, he didn't even remember his own name," Ruffnut explained to the boy she had silenced and then let him go.

Hiccup wondered how this girl knew about his amnesia, then again it was probably said during that weird gathering in that big room of which barely understood what had been going on. He hadn't paid much attention to anything either as he had been too preoccupied with the uncomfortable feeling of being watched by everyone.

"We should go," Ruffnut suddenly announced and looked to Hiccup and Astrid, "good luck you two."

She walked away, dragging her brother along, who had been playing a stare down with Stormfly, attempting to get closer while still carrying weapons. Fishlegs looked at Hiccup as if he still had hundreds of questions, but eventually followed Ruffnut.

Hiccup almost jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder and found Astrid, who tried hard not to laugh at his reaction.

"We should go too, it's getting late," she said.

"R-right," he managed to utter and followed her together with Stormfly and Toothless.

Right outside the kill ring, Astrid came to a stop and looked at an axe on the ground. Her axe. The exact spot where she had left it when she went into this kill ring in the hopes to train a dragon.

"Why is she looking at that weapon? Is she going to kill us after all?" Stormfly asked Hiccup with some fear in her voice.

Hiccup gulped, but dared to step next to Astrid, while the two dragons kept a safe distance between them and Astrid.

"A-Astrid? What's with the axe?"

Astrid looked up from the weapon over to him, "it's mine. I was thinking of bringing it with me, but…"

Her eyes wandered over to the two dragons suddenly hesitant to come any closer to her. Which was exactly as she feared. She sighed.

"I can't blame them for being afraid of weapons," she mumbled, "I'll pick it up later and put away somewhere safe."

She already started walking again, but was stopped by Hiccup words.

"So you're not going to use it on them?"

"Of course not," she said as she turned around, seeing Hiccup pick it up.

It surprised her that he had no trouble with holding it, he used to be so bad at holding pretty much any kind of weapon. Then again she had seen him carrying a sword, which had been covered in blood. It made her wonder how much Hiccup had changed.

He walked towards her and handed her the axe.

"As long as you don't use it against dragons, I guess it's fine. You two stop acting like chickens. Have a little more trust," he said passed her.

Astrid stared at the axe and then at the two dragons. Toothless gave her a wary look and passed her as well. Stormfly carefully came close and sniffed the axe. With a smile Astrid petted her snout.

"Don't worry, never will I use a weapon on you," she whispered.

With those words, the words of Gothi came back to her once more. She and Hiccup were responsible for the future of Berk. Berk would either be destroyed, or the people would finally realize that dragons weren't that bad. Astrid could only hope for the latter.

"Are you coming? I don't know which way to go," Hiccup called out.

Astrid grinned and placed her axe on her back where she always kept it, before running out the kill ring, Stormfly following her.
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Hiccup had his eyes casted to the ground as if the grass he was walking on was much more interesting then everything around. Really, it wasn't, but after the first few hundred feet he had stepped inside the village, he saw everyone look his way. Perhaps theirs, as sometimes it seemed that they were looking at Astrid. He wasn't sure if it was because of him as a person being here, the whole trial had much of a giveaway people didn't want him here, or the two dragons that were trotting behind them, both warry.

The moment they had entered the village, Astrid had stopped talking to him. Something Hiccup didn't understand. He was glad when she finally came to a stop at one of the houses. Hiccup studied the building and looked around to make sure he knew where it was, only to quickly look back to the grass when he saw some people giving him a glare. This time Astrid seemed to have seen his behavior.

"Ignore them," she told him.

"But… you stopped talking the moment we got back to the village. How is that ignoring it?"

She sighed as she pushed open the big doors of the building next to the house.

"Because I didn't want them to hear what we are saying. They can easily overhear things and use it against us."

She walked inside the building, Hiccup following her, finding out it was in fact a barn. Stormfly and Toothless came inside as well, looking around. Toothless sniffed at the pile of hay, giving it a grin, jumped right in and rolled around.

"What… is he doing?" Astrid asked watching the playful dragon acting like a little puppy dog.

"He likes hay. This is nothing, you should see him when there is dragon nip grass. Takes you hours to get him away from there," Hiccup stated as he watched his scaled friend making himself a comfortable nest.

Astrid watched him with widened eyes.

"Wh-what?" he asked uncomfortable not understanding why she was looking at him like that.

"You remember?"

"Remember what?"

"You just said something about dragon nip grass and Toothless likes to roll around in that."

Hiccup gave her a deadpanned look as he tried to understand this himself. How did he know that? He ended up shaking his head a minute later, in which Stormfly had inspected the hay and said it was indeed rather comfortable. Toothless also warned her about it being rather flammable and that he had learned that the hard way.

"I guess I remember some facts… things… I dunno," Hiccup mumbled to Astrid.

Astrid nodded that she understood and walked back to the door.

"I'm going to get some fish for them. You make sure they understand the consequences of using flames in this building," and with that Astrid left.

Hiccup sat down next to Toothless, petting him absentmindedly. Minutes later he noticed Stormfly's intense stare.

"Wh-what?" he uttered.

"I'm just curious as to how you got controlled by the queen, but I guess you don't know either," Stormfly said.

Hiccup shook his head to which Stormfly laid her head down in the hay.

"You are an interesting person though, being able to talk our language and such. You found a good friend in him Toothless."

Toothless ears perked up when he heard his name. He gave Stormfly a questioning look.

"Why didn't you attack him? Or even kill him?" Stormfly then asked him.

"I…" the black dragon started and looked to Hiccup, who probably didn't remember a thing of that day. He seemed a little confused about the question, but also curious about the answer. Toothless let out a sigh.

"When we first met, I was caught in one of those rope with rocks weapons. Completely tangled up. I had been trying to free myself for hours, but without success. Only got more tangled up in them. By the time Hiccup found me, I had already given up. I knew no-one was going to look for me or even cared about me being hurt. I was only any good for quick hits and causing distraction, not that valuable to the nest at all," Toothless started telling with a solemn yet sad sound and looked at the boy he called his best friend.

"At first you tried to kill me," Toothless almost whispered as he didn't like telling this to Hiccup. The boy seemed shocked, just like he had expected.

"You were saying something like how everything was going to be alright and shouted you were a Viking, but it seemed like you were convincing yourself into believing that instead of me. The next thing I know is you changing your mind and cut the ropes. As every other dragon I leaped straight at you with the intent to kill, but… I changed my mind too. You were like me. Searching for a place where you belong."

Astrid closed the door and sat down at the table, collecting her thoughts on everything that had happened that day. From the trial, to the things in the dragon ring and the way back her. How everyone suddenly gave her judging looks as if she had betrayed them. How people rushed away from her. At first she thought it was because of Toothless and Stormfly walking shorly behind her, but if it really had been that why would they give her the glares they were giving her. Or even the things she heard them say as she passed them. True, a lot of them also gave Hiccup the same treatment, but to get these eyes full of hate glancing at her, being for her, was new.

Her mother, seeing the frown on her daughter's face, left the dishes she was doing be and joined her.

"Where's Hiccup?" she asked as she sat down on a chair across her daughter.

Astrid rolled her eyes. Her daughter looks somewhat miserable and the only question she can ask was about Hiccup. The boy wasn't even her son. Then again, her mother had always seemed concerned about Hiccup and Astrid had to admit she was too. He could partly remember things, like that small thing about Toothless liking dragon nip, whatever that may be. Yet he had no clue who he really was, what had happened to him. At the same time he acted like the kid she had known. Avoiding eye contact with anyone, unsure of himself.

"The barn, with Toothless and Stormfly. He's fine," she mumbled as an answer and lay her chin on her arms on the table.

"If nothing is going on with Hiccup, then what are you frowning about?"

"You think I was…" Astrid sighed and burrowed her head in her arms.

She mumbled something, but her mother couldn't hear her so she said up straight to repeat her words.

"It has nothing to do with Hiccup. It's how everyone seems to avoid me or is talking about me behind my back and may I add it's not exactly softly. I can clearly hear them!"

"I'm pretty sure they aren't just talking about you, but Hiccup as well."

"Urgh!" Astrid let out frustrated and banged with her head on the table, "You're right, you are now and you were back then. I can remember people talking about Hiccup in a not so nice way to put it lightly. I'm pretty sure Hiccup heard them talk too."

Astrid felt her mother hands on her shoulder.

"I'm glad you finally understand."

"I understood years ago… but not to this extent. To think people would think so terrible about him. He's the son of the chief… then again apparently Stoick wanted to banish him…"

Astrid sat up straight and looked at her mother.

"The moment he remembers who he is, he's gonna run."

"I'm afraid so," her mother agreed with her with a sad expression.

Astrid watched her mother, wondering why she cared so much about Hiccup in the first place. They weren't related, not even good friends with the Haddock family. She had been wondering about it for years, but never asked, she didn't really cared about her mother's reason. That was until now.

"Mom, why do you care so much about this?" she heard herself ask.

Her mother looked at her with surprised but sad eyes before standing up, returning to the dishes. For a while they both remained silent. Astrid patiently waited for her mother at least give some sort of reply, even when her mother would say there was no need for her to know. Yet what he mother said next was not something she had ever expected her mother to say.

"I used to have an older brother," her mother started.

It was brand new information. Astrid thought her mother only had one younger sister. Why was an older brother never mentioned before?

"Like Hiccup, he didn't really fit in. He tried, but even my parents would give him glares. He was only good in using a small pocket knife and tried whatever he could to fit in. I always was amazed how well he could use that pocket knife, but I was probably the only one," her mother continued and Astrid could see the similarities between her mother's brother and Hiccup.

"What happened to him?" Astrid carefully asked when her mother remained silent for a while. She studied her mother's back, finding her shaking a little.

"He took his own life with that pocket knife," her mother finally whispered.

Astrid's eyes grew a little wider. Understanding her mother's fear now, she stood up and walked to get the plate from her mother's shaking hands, placing it on the shelve with the other plates.

"Hiccup is not like your brother. He ran, he didn't kill himself."

"No Astrid, you don't understand. He didn't just kill himself, he killed our father in a fit of rage. He snapped… I saw him snap. Only once he saw our father dead in a pool of blood he understood what he had done and killed himself."

"Mom, calm down. I really don't see Hiccup killing anyone."

"You don't know him anymore Astrid. He has been gone for years, you don't know if he maybe already killed someone… in a fit rage even. And even if you did know him, I thought the same about my brother, that he wouldn't kill anyone."

Asrtid had never seen her mother this freaked out before, but in some way she could understand. Although Astrid knew Hiccup was capable of killing someone, after all she had seen him carry a bloody sword. He had probably killed tens if not hundreds of those Beserkers she had seen being carried off to the nest. But he was controlled by the queen. Yet…

She shook the thought off.

"I don't see Hiccup kill his family," she said, also trying to convince herself and then walked to the basket where the kept their fish. She got two of them and dragged her mother along outside.

"Astrid, where are we going?"

"The barn. Since Stormfly and Toothless are going to stay there you should at least try to be friendly with them. They will accept you if you give them something to eat."

"What kind of nonsense is that?" her mother stated in disbelieve, sounding as if their previous discussion had never happened.

"It's not nonsense," Astrid growled and went inside the barn again.

Three pair of eyes looked at them of which two of them belonged to dragons. Astrid pulled her mother, who seemed nervous, along and pushed a fish in her hand before placing her in front of Stormfly.

"Mom, this is Stormfly. She saved my life actually. Now would you please thank her by giving her the fish?"

Astrid watched her mother, still looking somewhat baffled about what she just said, but eventually held the fish up to the dragon. She heard soft dragon whispers coming from Hiccup, wondering what he was saying, she saw Stormfly take the fish carefully and swallow it whole, then giving a content purr. Hiccup had probably assured Stormfly it was alright to take the fish.

Her mother was admiring the deadly nadder, but she pulled her sideways a few steps so she was standing in front of Toothless.

"This is Toothless, a night fury, he saved Hiccup," Astrid started but was interrupted by Hiccup.

"He did? How? When?" Hiccup said and looked questioning at his dragon friend.

Toothless looked a little baffled and in return gave Astrid a questioning look as if to ask 'how do you know'.

"By being your friend," Astrid stated and then grinned, "though I do think he also saved you a couple of times from near death experiences."

This time her mother seemed a little more courageous and held out the fish for Toothless. The black scaled dragon looked from the fish to Hiccup who nodded back to the fish, before finally carefully opening his mouth.

Astrid stared at the toothless mouth and started grinning.

"So that is why you called him Toothless," she said.

Toothless took the fish, swung it in the air, let his teeth show again, caught the fish with ease and swallowed it whole. He then said something to Hiccup who gave him a face of disgust.

"That's disgusting! I'm sure I threw up right after you made me do that!" he suddenly shouted at the dragon.

Toothless gave the boy a glare saying something back to which Hiccup replied with an even more disgusted face.

"Don't ya dare doing that now."

Astrid and her mother had no idea what was going on or what the conversation was about, but apparently something revolting.

"Hiccup, what did he say that you look so disgusted?"

Hiccup looked away from Toothless to Astrid who gave him a curious look.

"Apparently he threw up part of the fish I gave him and made me eat and I was crazy enough to actually do so too."

Astrid had to admit that sounded disgusting indeed. It was then her mother announced they should get inside the house, so they bid the two dragons goodnight, Hiccup making sure they knew about the consequences of breathing fire in here.

As the three left the barn, Felman, Astrid's father came walking to them with a grumpy expression crossing his face. The moment he saw his daughter he it lightened up.

"My daughter, the dragon trainer," he grinned.

"Well actually… I just did that because I saw Hiccup being friends with a dragon," Astrid replied and saw her father look over to Hiccup, who seemed to be rather uncomfortable with the man's stare.

Falman slapped Hiccup on his shoulder, making him almost fall forward.

"You might have forgotten who you are, but it seems you are still the same," Felman grinned and pushed the young man inside.

Astrid and her mother followed.

"Ingrid, I agreed with him staying here, but where do you plan on letting him sleep?" Felman asked as he sat down.

Hiccup was looking around not knowing what to do until Astrid gestured him to sit down as well, so he did. Astrid took the chair next to his. She planted her elbows on the table and rested her head in her hands. Ready for interrogation. She was sure her parents wanted to know everything.

Neither parent however asked any of it and Astrid's mother closed the door behind her as she came in.

"Why Astrid's room of course," she said sounding like her husband had asked a stupid question.

"What?!" came from both Astrid and her father.

Astrid gaped at her mother in disbelieve, no longer leaning her head on her, while her father slammed both his fist on the table. Astrid felt the table shake under her arms.

"No boy sleeps in the same room as my daughter!" he shouted infuriated as he stood up from his chair, almost knocking the chair over.

"And here I thought you wanted your daughter to get married some day and get grandkids, " Ingrid deadpanned.

"Mom!" Astrid now shouted with a slightly flushed face.

"Fine, no boy sleeps in the same room as my daughter unless he is married to her," Felman rephrased whilst glared at his wife and sat down again.

This made Astrid face only getting redder in embarrassment.

"I'm not ever getting married, ya hear me!" she pretty much shouted and glared at both her parents, who completely ignored her and bickered on about Hiccup staying in Astrid's room or not.

"Woman you are out of your mind. Who knows what he will do to her!" the argument went on, much to Astrid annoyance.

"Quite frankly I think she could easily do something to me instead of me doing something to her," Hiccup mumbled, expecting no-one to have heard, but they all turned their face to him.

Ingrid was grinning, Felman wasn't sure of what expression to make and Astrid… well Astrid seemed to completely embarrassed for some reason Hiccup could not follow.

"Don't make things worse," she mumbled between her teeth.

"Wh-what do you mean?" Hiccup asked confused.

"What are you planning daughter?" Felman asked as he looked at Astrid with a serious face.

"I'm not planning anything!" Astrid shouted at her father and kicked the man from under the table, "stop thinking stupid things!"

Her father turned his attention to Hiccup, "What about you. What are you planning to do to her?"

Hiccup had no idea how to answer that question and just gave the man a dump and confused look.

"No sex," Felman said sternly.

Astrid slammed her head on the table at how bluntly her father had put that, while Hiccup lost track of this conversation completely. He gave the man an even more confused look, who's brow then furrowed.

"You do know what that means… right?" he asked, sounding not so sure Hiccup did.

Astrid dared to look to the boy next to her, who carefully and ever so slowly shook his head, looking somewhat embarrassed for not knowing. He looked even more ashamed of lack of knowledge when she let out a soft snicker, that turned into laughter soon after.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she managed to utter to Hiccup and turned her attention to her father, "seriously, dad. Still think he's gonna do things?"

The man looked somewhat defeated, but he was a Hofferson, so he didn't give in too quickly.

"I just think it's a bad idea you have a boy in your room," he huffed.

"Oh, would you stop the whining about that already, Felman!" Ingrid snapped at him.

Hiccup and Astrid watched the heated discussion. Hiccup with a feeling of guilt that his presence had caused this fight. Astrid with embarrassment, for the discussion mostly involved her being around boys in a more tomboyish way than feminine. Her eyes were locked on the table as she wished Hiccup wouldn't think weird of her because of everything that was being said.

All of a sudden it went silent, it got the girl curious and she looked up. She wish she hadn't when she saw her parents lip locked. Her mother placing her father under a spell as he complete seemed to have forgotten the fight the moment they parted. Astrid shuddered when she heard her mother whisper seductively to her father. After all these years and they still were like this, it was somehow sickening to see. Especially since Vikings aren't known for being lovely dovely as those two are. Making Astrid wonder more and more how on earth these two even managed to get together. Mere luck? It was highly annoying to watch as well and Astrid could only hope she would never end up like that crazy couple that were her parents. To her surprise however, her father completely dropped the issue of Hiccup sleeping in her room. Not that she herself was really fond with it, but then again the boy had just proven that he had absolutely no intention of doing anything. Not like half the adolescence male population of Berk that is. Hel, boys were annoying… well could be. The thought of Snotlout being at the top of the list was interrupted by her mother calling out her name.

"Huh? What?" Astrid replied not having a clue what her mother just said.

"You still have some explaining to do," she stated.

Astrid sighed, but nodded. She at least owed her parents that much. So she started with the dragon raid, how she launched a bola at some dragon who turned out to carry a human on his back. How she had tracked down, but had been stupid to get caught herself. That part was the most humiliating, a Hofferson doesn't make such a basic mistake. So she quickly went to the next part where she found out about the person being Hiccup. Hiccup looked a little depressed when Astrid told he thought he was a dragon, that change to horror when she told he was trying to kill her. They all were confused, Hiccup included, that he release Astrid in a game of cat and mouse. Both her parents' eyes widened when she told she went into the kill ring without a weapon. Of course they were surprised to hear the dragon, Stormfly, didn't attack without remorse. It was completely the opposite of what everyone was taught. She continued with how she fell of Stormfly, leaving out the fact that they almost got hit by thunder, instead said it was strong wind. There was no way she would give her parents any hint of how she might have enrage Thor. She also skipped the part where she saw Hiccup leading a flock of dragons carrying dead people. This had two reason, number one was the story about her mother's brother. She couldn't bring herself to scare her mother even more than she already was. Number two was Hiccup's already horrified face. He looked even more troubled when she continued with the part where he still thought he was a dragon and ran off after something Stormfly had said.

"And that's when I got them out of the air and the rest you know," Astrid ended her story. Her throat felt a little sour from all the talking and she took a sip of the cooled down tea her mother had made when Astrid had started the tale. It was soothing. Her mother gave her a worried look and then looked over to Hiccup.

"Is something wrong?" he asked sounding uncertain.

"I'm just worried. What if you fall under that dragon queen's control again," Ingrid sighed and turned to look back at Astrid, "Make sure that doesn't happen. No offence, Hiccup, but you sound rather dangerous under that queen's control."

"No, it's okay," he mumbled whilst playing with his muck which was already empty, "I agree."

Astrid swallowed her last bit of tea with guilt. She had to tell him about the part with the Beserkers, just not with her mother around. Her mother then stood up and disappeared into another room, only to come back a minute later with a pile of furs and blankets. The pile was pushed into Astrid's arm and then she and Hiccup were shooed upstairs. Astrid saw her father about to protest once again, but he was quickly to occupied with… something else that made Astrid shiver and run for it as quickly as her legs would let her.

Hiccup followed her, hitting his head on the way up and again when he tried to enter Astrid's room.

"Oh come on," he muttered as his face was leaking that he was in pain.

Astrid shook her head grinning. She placed the pile on her bed and walked over to boy who was rubbing the painful spot.

"Let me look at it," she stated and already pulled his hands away.

It was then she noticed how tall he had actually gotten. He was now taller than she was.

"And?" he asked.

Astrid checked the spot, it looked somewhat red and perhaps you would get a bump, but he didn't walk into something that scratched him open, luckily.

"You'll be fine," she smiled at him and walked back to her bed.

He rubbed the spot some more as he seemed to be annoyed with himself. Astrid didn't give him a lot of time to think about his own stupid… or rather careless behavior and threw the two blankets to him.

"Let's get your bed ready," she announced as she twirled around so her back was to her door in order to search for a good spot for Hiccup to sleep.

Her room wasn't very big. Her bed was in the middle against the wall on her left, with a nightstand on the right where her candle was. Her desk, which hasn't been used a lot the last few years, was all way in the back of her room. All that was on it was one single book, a pencil and three sheets of empty paper. Right across her bed, against the wall, was her chest, with on the left of it her weapons. The only empty spot that seemed big enough was right next to the door.

So Astrid spread out the furs so the floor wouldn't be too hard.

"There, sorry, can't make much more of it," she said as she looked at the sad sight of the improvised bed.

"It's fine enough," Hiccup shrugged and sat down on the furs, placed the blanket at the end and started getting rid of his boots. Astrid sat down on her bed andwatched him for a while after he lay down. His back was towards her. She had an inner argument about tell him about the Beserkers or not. She eventually convinced herself into telling when she said to herself he should know exactly how dangerous he could be if he were to fall under the queen's control again.

"Hiccup?"

"Hm?" he only let out, but rolled around so he was now looking at her.

With a soft voice she continued, so her parents downstairs wouldn't hear a word she was about to say.

"I left one part out, so my mom wouldn't freak out."

This caught his full attention and he sat up as he looked alarmed and uncomfortable at her.

"When I went to find you, you and Toothless came back from a raid. You… killed people… Vikings," she said so softly she wasn't sure he had heard, but the expression of fear that now crossed his face told her he did.

"I don't know how many, but I saw you carrying a sword covered in blood. Your hands were covered in blood too."

He now looked at the blanket with guilt for something he couldn't even remember. Astrid immediately regretted telling him. With a sigh she stood up from her bed and kneeled down next to him. Never in her life would she have guessed she was ever going to do what she was just about to do.

"Hiccup," she whispered and grasped his hand to get his attention, "you were controlled. It wasn't your fault."

"But…" he started, looking up from his blanket, but saw her shake her head a little.

"If you ask me, you did everyone favor. They were Beserkers. Besides dragons, Beserkers are the biggest thread to everyone in the archipelago. Them and outcasts that is. Just don't think about it, okay?"

He let out a sorrowful sigh, but nodded eventually.

"Just…" he started, as he had started staring at his blanket again, "I shouldn't get my stuff back… you know… the things they took from me before they pushed me in prison… Also I think it's better to take away Toothless prostatic tailfin and you should hide it somewhere. In case I do get under her control… that way I can't, well… leave."

Astrid gave him a smile and said to do that in the morning, but they should go to sleep first. She got up, walked back to her bed, kicked her boots off and wished Hiccup goodnight.

Hiccup wondered how long it had been since he heard Astrid's parents go to bed. There had been some loud noises for while after that, he wanted to ask Astrid, but she had fallen asleep as soon as her head made contact with her pillow. He didn't want to wake her so let it be and the noises downstairs were gone eventually. He wondered if Astrid's parents had continued their argument, then told himself it was none of his business, until he reminded himself he was the reason of the argument. They also had a weird way to deal with an argument he thought.

Frustrated the boy stared at the ceiling, unable to get to sleep. Aside from the argument shortly before going to bed, his mind was filled with questions. For example how did he remember Toothless liked dragon nip? He remembers what dragon nip looks like and he could vaguely recall a black blur rolling around green grass, but he couldn't place it anywhere on a timeline. He had no idea when it happened.

Then there was that thing Toothless told him, he had tried killing the dragon. This he couldn't remember at all, no matter how hard he tried. To top it off there was this feeling he had towards that black scaled creature that told him it was his best friend, but he couldn't explain why.

Not to forget he had actually killed people, sure Astrid didn't know how many and neither did he, but the knowledge that he had haunted him.

He was startled out of his thoughts by loud thunder, followed by rain pouring down. With a sigh he tried finding a comfortable position so he could give sleep another attempt. However, in his twisting, turning and rolling around he ended up hitting the back of his head hard against something when he wanted to roll on his back. Not only did the hit in itself make a loud noise, it moved the object away from him a little followed by the sound of several other items falling down.

Astrid shot up from the sudden noise, crawled to the end of her bed and found her stuff, sword, knifes, axe, books and what more, spread over the floor. Next to her chest that was filled with old books and toys from her childhood she found Hiccup clutching the back of his head with both his hand as he grumbled in pain. Not a minute later both her parents were standing in the room to check what in the world was going on, both staring down at Hiccup, who started apologizing for the noise.

The boy sat up straight, explaining that he hit the chest when he rolled to his back.

Astrid tried not to laugh at this, especially since he seemed to be near tears, he must have hit the chest really hard, but this was so typical Hiccup that she just was glad typical Hiccup was still in there.

She had no idea when her father went downstairs, but when he got back he put a cloth, probably filled with ice, on Hiccup's head whilst chuckling. Hiccup looked between embarrassed and annoyed by this, mixed with a hint of gratitude for the ice when it was placed on the painful spot.

Her father then left as her mother tended for Hiccup and she got out of bed to clean up the mess Hiccup had made. How typical, Astrid thought with a grin as she placed her stuff to the furthest end of the room, far away from Hiccup.

"What is it with you and hitting your head?" she couldn't help ask.

"Oh you know, that's how ideas come to me," Hiccup mumbled as a sarcastic reply, to which both women laughed a bit.

"That must have been quite the wakeup call," she heard her mother say as she was moving the chest, the cause of all this.

"Actually… I was not asleep," Hiccup mumbled.

Both Astrid and her mother gave the boy a questioning look, making him look at the blankets.

"I-I couldn't," came from him almost inaudible.

Astrid saw her mother shake her head with a sigh as she sat down on the end of her bed.

"I'm not entirely surprised with everything that has been going on," Ingrid said as she watched the boy looking at the blankets in shame, "you have to stop thinking and asking yourself question you cannot answer right now, Hiccup."

"I know," he mumbled, and she was sure he did know, but simply couldn't help it.

Not that she could blame him for that. She could only imagine what was going on in that head of his. He was the complete opposite of his cousin and had always preferred thinking over doing, even now with his amnesia he still had this characteristic it seemed.

Ingrid thought of how to help him get to sleep, but her mind was tired as well and all that came to her was a bedtime story she used to tell when Astrid was restless and wouldn't go to sleep. Not coming up with something else, she proposed the idea. Her daughter's reaction was expected.

"Nope, I'm out now. Goodnight. Hiccup, please try not to knock things over again."

And with that Astrid had turned her back towards Ingrid with the covers pulled up higher than normal. Hiccup looked a little hurt or perhaps ashamed by it.

"Ignore her, do you want to give it a try?"

The boy shrugged his shoulders, "trying won't hurt I guess."

Ingrid nodded and instructed him to not think of anything else but the story. Meaning he could imagine what the scene looked like, but he shouldn't start asking questions or think too much of the details.

Hiccup nodded an lay down, closing his eyes as Ingrid threw her daughter a look. Of course Astrid was still awake and she was bound to hear the story. The covers weren't soundproof. Just to tease her daughter a little Ingrid decided to go with one of her daughter's favorite stories when she was six, but with some minor changes, mainly less violent and no dragons. She started talking about a cat, who left his home because he found it boring. How he got on a ship and started venturing the world. How he would befriend a dog who first tried to catch him and sell him as a slave for the dogs, but in a weird turn of events the cat saved the dog's life.

Ingrid was just about to start telling how the cat and dog got in trouble with a pirate ship lead by an owl when she saw Hiccup was asleep. She wasn't sure for how long he had been, being caught up in the story herself, it had been ages and she really did like telling stories. The good thing was that it had worked.

She gave her daughter a look. Astrid too was asleep and was mumbling something the pirate owl would have said later in the story. Ingrid couldn't help but smile, to think that after all these years her daughter would still remember the story to the detail. Silently she left the room.

* * *

><p><strong>AN:<strong>

A little shorter than normal, sorry. If I went any further then it would have gotten too long. I wanted to display the relationship between Astrid and her parents a little and go a little deeper with what Hiccup remembers and what not. Actually I only touched the surface there. I hope you like it.  
>When I planned this chapter out, my body thought it was fun to let me go through what Hiccup was going through... well sorta, I did fall asleep but woke at 4.30 and couldn't go back to sleep. So a little personal experience there (including the hitting head part actually, but I was asleep when I did that). I'm sorry Hiccup!<p>

Please let me know if you spot a spelling or grammar mistake. I'm not English and on top of it I have dyslexia so I don't always spot the mistakes. My beta also currently busy.
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* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 8 Unbalanced<strong>

It was early in the morning when the chief awoke, though he could swear he barely got any sleep at all. His current life was a mess, a huge mess and for once he had no idea how to properly deal with this. His wife and son were both alive, but it didn't bring him joy. All it had brought him so far was utter confusion and frustration and terrible decision making for he did not know what the right decision was.

With a heavy sigh he left his home, where he still lived alone. He knew his son was staying with the Hofferson family, as for his wife he wasn't entirely sure. All he knew was that she was mad at him and he was mad at her because in his opinion she had no right to be mad. She hadn't been here all these years, she hadn't helped bringing up Hiccup. She had turned into a coward and stayed away and didn't try to come back home.

It wasn't much later when he entered the mead hall, few people were there, but they all turned to look at him. Then they all looked at each other and walked over to their chief to once again complain about his decision and the risks that it was bringing.

Further away, in the residence of the Hofferson Family, Astrid tiptoed to her door so not to wake her new roommate. He needed some more sleep, since he fell asleep so late. Downstairs she greeted her parents, both already awake. Her father was preparing for another fishing trip as Astrid searched the baskets for some fish, catching his eye when she opened one.

"What are you planning with that fish?" he father asked and closed the basket before she could even take one out or even see what was in there in the first place.

"Stormfly and Toothless need something to eat, don't they," she rolled her eyes.

"Oh no, you are not giving those dragons any of our already little resources we have. Now go get Bucket and Mulch and tell them I'm good to go."

Astrid watched her father, cursing at his bad moods in the morning. She was pretty sure he really just got up and stuffed himself quickly.

"Now, Astrid," he said angrily, which made Ingrid glare at him, something he ignored.

With a sigh, knowing this mood would be over in about an hour, she rushed over to the mead hall. The door was half open, as it was more often in mornings, and slipped inside. For a few seconds she was scanning the place to find the two fisherman, but caught the voice of a frustrated chief booming above the voices of angry villagers. Astrid decided to stay in the shadows and listen in for a while, mostly because of the word 'dragons' and 'kill' she had caught.

"They are a danger!"

"Kill them!"

"At least lock those beasts up!"

"Silence!" Stoick shouted above everyone else, "You know very well I hate those beasts as much as you do. Sooner or later those creature will show their true nature, that is when we strike. Hopefully when they do, Hiccup has his memories back and see how stupid he has been. Same counts for Astrid. They're both blind to the true dangers these dragons can bring, so you all keep an eye out and like I said, NO provoking the dragons."

Astrid had a hard time keeping silent, she really wanted to barge in and shout at their stupidity. THEY were blind?! Seriously? The one who was blind here was the whole god damn town! With exception of her parents that is.

But the girl kept her frustration to herself and turned around, going back to the entrance of the mead hall and act like she just got in. During her short journey there, she decided she had to proof everyone wrong about their view on dragons or she was going to loose Stormfly. The patience of a Viking wasn't big, she knew one would eventually act out and say they hadn't done a thing to provoke the dragon.

Doing her very best to act like she just entered, Astrid walked aroun the mead hall, focusing on what she actually came to do here in the first place; finding Bucket and Mulch. Of course they were on the other side and with quick steps she walked to them. Arriving at the table the two men looked up and then looked back at the map again to see where they were going to fish, without saying a single word.

"Dad says he's ready," she told the two men, a little suspicious of their behavior.

Normally the two men would at least greet her. Now they ignored her completely and Bucket pointed at a place on the small map. Irritated Astrid grabbed her axe and planted it right in the map. Just an inch away from Bucket's finger. This time they did look at her, but mostly annoyed.

"As I said, my dad is ready to go, he's probably waiting for you guys on the ship by now."

Before the two could even say a thing, she turned around and marched away. Back home, her mother confirmed her father had already gone to the harbor. Astrid decided to go tell her father about the behavior of Bucket and Mulch, just so he knew what to expect. Not wanting to walk all the way down to the harbor and to sort of piss off Bucket and Mulch when they would get there, she mounted Stormfly.

"Dad!" she shouted to her father who was counting the baskets he had loaded to put the fish in.

The man looked up a little confused and watched how she walked up to him.

"Bucket and Mulch kinda ignored me, of course I have my ways of making them listen, but they aren't too pleased with the whole dragon thing. Just so you know."

Her father sighed, "And knowing that, you still came here on the back of one."

Astrid shrugged, turned around to walk back to her dragon and saw her stare at the sea with a hungry look.

"I guess we're gonna go fishing too," she muttered with a grin.

"You're coming along? With a dragon? Astrid are you out of your mind?" her dad complained.

"At least someone has some sense left in the Hofferson family it seems," said Mulch as he approached the boat, giving a glare to the dragon.

Astrid petted her to keep her calm, glaring back at Mulch.

"I'm not coming along. Stormfly needs to eat too," she informed the men.

Once again Astrid mounted Stormfly and let Stormfly jump into the sky. Not many minutes later they had left Berk behind as Stormfly was looking around to see where to fish and quickly found some. Not sure of what to do with Astrid on her back the dragon looked at the girl.

"Go ahead, Stormfly," Astrid told her dragon friend and held on tight to the spines on her head.

Stormfly squawked and dove down, straight into the water where she caught fish with her teeth and claws. Out of the water she threw the fish in the air and caught them in her mouth with ease. It continued like that for a while and soon Stormfly seemed to have satisfied her hunger. When noticing this, Astrid told Stormfly to fly back to Berk and the dragon did as she was told.

Astrid frowned as Stormfly obeyed every command Astrid had given her. Even considered what to do with her on the back. It told her once again how blind everyone else was when it came to dragons. If only they had known earlier. This last thought made her sigh, knowing Hiccup had this information, but ran. If she only had a way of showing people dragons weren't so bad?

Up ahead was a ship, Astrid quickly saw it was the ship her father, Bucket and Mulch were on. She stared at for a while as the slowly approached it. It seemed they weren't having much luck with the fishing so far. She could see one basket with some fish in it. Then again, they had been out on the sea for only about hour.

"Wait, Stormfly," she suddenly let out as they weren't far behind the ship anymore, "dive down and scare the fish into the nets."

A little confused about the command, Stormfly looked around to spot a school of fish and once again dove into the sea. Astrid was right on time with getting in some air, after having practiced a little earlier on and held on tight as Stormfly used her wings and tail to move around in the water. This last she hadn't done when she was fishing for herself. The fish got caught in the nets and Stormfly went out of the water.

The moment the three Hooligan tribe men saw the sea spew out a dragon, they started cursing at Astrid. They stopped after Astrid pointed at the nets, which were completely filled with fish. Baffled the three man used all their strength to pull in the catch. The deck was covered with fish.

"Throw the nets out again. Stormfly, go look for some more fish," Astrid said.

As Bucket was attempting to put the fish in the baskets they had brought along, Mulch and Felman quickly got the fish that got stuck in the nets out and threw it back in the water. The routine continued for another three times, that's when Astrid saw the boat itself was full. Grinning like an idiot she flew home, after shouting to see them there.

When Hiccup woke up he was a little disoriented, which was nothing new, because that was what he had felt like every time he woke up the last few days. The first time he found himself on a ship tied up, the second time in prison or more like being dragged out of, that really had been some rude wake up call. This time it was some room in which he was laying on the floor. It took a few minutes before it dawned on him he was in Astrid's room. The girl who sat next to him on that ship and was in the prison across his and now he was in her room. He started remembering what had happened and how he got here, up until he woke up on that ship where she seemed relieved about something. That is where the remembering stopped. He couldn't go back further.

Grunting he sat up as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes. Still a little confused about everything that had been going on these last few days. He was also wondering why he somehow seemed closely connected to this Astrid girl and where said girl was for he didn't find her in the bed. He stumbled to his feet and walked over to the door, only to once again walking into the top of the door post. Seriously?!

Angry at himself for not remembering that detail, he rubbed his head and bent forward to not hit himself again. He made sure to look at his surroundings this time and made it downstairs without hurting himself more. Once at the bottom of the stairs he found a woman staring at him with a questioning look. Astrid's mother, Ingrid if he recalled it right.

"What was that loud noise?" she asked him as he quickly stopped rubbing his forehead.

"Uh," Hiccup started at a loss of words, mostly because he didn't want to tell her.

However it was apparently visible on his forehead, or maybe she saw him rubbing his head as he came down, because her next few words made him look away in embarrassment.

"Don't tell me you hit your head again?"

His response, looking at his feet, was of course enough as an answer and he heard her laugh a little.

"What is it with you and hitting your head?" he could hear she tried hard not to laugh, but wasn't able to block it out completely. "Why don't you sit down, while I get something to eat for you?"

Without a word he did as she suggested and sat down at the table. A few minutes later he got a bowl of porridge, some bread and a mug of mead. It was quite a lot and he didn't feel that hungry, at least that was what he thought until he took the first bite. After stuffing himself with half of the meal he was given he looked up to the woman he give him the food.

"Where is Astrid?" he asked.

"She wanted to feed those two dragons some fish. Her father wouldn't have it, so I guess she went out fishing by herself or maybe she joined Felman… though he wouldn't really like that I think. They will probably be back soon, it's almost midday already."

As soon as Ingrid had said that, they heard Astrid and her father outside. Hiccup grabbed the bread he still had left, stood up and went outside. He found Astrid jumping of Stormfly's back, while her father put a basket full of fish in front of the dragon.

"Here ya go, you deserve it," the man said with a big smile to the dragon, who crooned and started digging in.

"Now that is a big difference," Hiccup heard Ingrid say softly, sounding surprised.

She walked around him to greet her daughter, who was asking Stormfly how she could be hungry again, and husband, while Hiccup took another bite of his bread. Ingrid didn't even have to ask what had happened, her husband started telling the tale as soon he saw his wife.

"You would never believe it," he began enthusiastic, much to Astrid amusement it seemed, "the boat was completely _full_ with fish. Literally! We were _standing_ in the fish! That dragon is amazing."

Hiccup crooked a smile when he heard Stormfly say 'Why thank you for appreciating my efforts', before continuing on her food. Astrid walked over to him.

"What are you smiling about? And why are you eating bread? Don't tell me you just woke up?"

His smile immediately became an uncomfortable one. Before he could utter an answer, Astrid rolled her eyes and dragged him to one of the baskets of fish that was still there.

"It's for Toothless," she stated, "go feed your dragon, we have more things to do."

"R-right," he mumbled and stuffed the last piece of bread in his mouth before picking up the basket filled with fish with ease.

He pushed the door to the barn open, but couldn't help but feel Astrid's eyes focused on him. She followed him inside, closing the door behind her so they didn't have to hear the story of the boat filled with fish from her father.

Hiccup placed the basked right in front of Toothless, who hungrily jumped to his feet and knocked it over. The fish spread over the floor and eagerly the dragon started on his meal.

"You have gotten stronger."

"Huh?"

Hiccup turned around seeing Astrid watching him. He had absolutely no idea what she was on about.

"Last time you couldn't even lift a half filled basket of fish. You would drag it."

"O-oh," he mumbled not recalling that at all.

His attention was suddenly brought to Toothless who started to curse colorfully in Dragonese, which made Astrid jump as she took it that the dragon was going to attack. Not that it didn't seem like that the way the black scaled dragon looked at the food in front of him

"How dare you pull such a prank! Take that vile creature away!" Toothless hissed angrily as he glared at the pile of fish.

"What's wrong?" Astrid asked, looking alerted.

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders and walked to the pile of fish to find out what the vile creature was his scaled friend was talking about. He moved the top layer of fish a bit and then found the culprit. Lifting it from the pile earned another session of colorful cursing from Toothless. Just to tease the dragon a little he held it in front of its snout.

"Oh, come on. It's just an eel Toothless," Hiccup snickered in his dragon tongue, "it's even dead."

"That you can even touch it! Get that devil thing away! Do you want me to get sick!"

Hiccup rolled his eyes and threw the eel away, whilst muttering hatchling, which made Toothless glare at him.

"There aren't any other of those devil creatures in there, are there?"

Hiccup shrugged and looked around the pile of fish, finding another two off them. Both were pulled out and thrown to the entrance of the barn.

"Is he a picky eater?" Astrid wanted to know as she picked up one of the eels.

"No, most dragons get sick from eating eels," Hiccup simply stated, getting the same look from her he got yesterday when he remembered something about dragon nip. It bothered him how he seemed to remember facts about dragons, but not the rest. She seemed to understand that he had no idea why he would remember this, for she didn't ask. Instead, she turned to the three eels on the floor.

"So dragon's don't like eels… actually that explains why some fish baskets were not taken, pretty sure they had eels in them," she muttered, probably mostly to herself, "Wait, Stormfly chased most of the fish… I guess this is one of the baskets they managed to fill before I started helping them… probably the only one though."

Hiccup moved over to Toothless tailfin and started loosening the buckles.

"Vhat are you voing?" Toothless asked him with a half filled muzzle.

He swallowed and turned around, moving his tail away from Hiccup, who tried to reach for it, almost losing his balance doing so.

"Sit still," Hiccup scolded a little a frustrated and reached out for the tailfin, only for Toothless to move his tail away.

"Not before you tell me what you are planning!" Toothless replied annoyed and kept on walking in circles.

Hiccup threw himself on top of the dragon, starting on the buckles of the saddle.

"Hey!" the dragon complained.

"I have to!"

"What for?!" Toothless shouted back as he tried to get Hiccup his back by jumping up and down like a scared yak.

It didn't work, however his next plan proved to be more fruitful. The dragon rolled around, laying on his back on top of his rider, who let out a grunt and tried to push the heavy creature away to no avail. It was the laughter of Astrid to stop their bickering.

"You two are ridiculous," she managed to say with a big grin on her face.

Hiccup and Toothless looked at each other with some shame. Toothless tried to roll around again, but found himself stuck, whilst Hiccup was still unable to get from underneath the dragon. Still snickering Astrid walked over and helped Toothless roll around so he could get off. The dragon sat down and looked at Hiccup, who sat up.

"Why take away the tailfin?" Toothless asked as he held up his tail, it was half loose, as was the saddle.

Hiccup sighed, "If I get back under the queen's control I can't leave."

Toothless looked thoughtful, as if he wanted to argue that, but dropped down with a sigh, moving his tail to Hiccup so he could continue to unbuckle it. The saddle was removed after that and both items were given to Astrid.

"I'll be right back," the girl said and left the barn.

Hiccup watched her and got to his feet. After giving Toothless a scratch under his chin he left the barn as well. Stopping at the door to pick up the three eels. The moment he stepped out, Stormfly, standing close to the barn, jumped away in fear. Startling Felman and Ingrid. Hiccup mumbled a sorry to the poor nadder who was glaring at the eels in his hands and explained to Astrid's parents why the nadder was acting the way it was. Felman then wanted the eels and brought them inside as Astrid came out of the house again. She grabbed Hiccup by his wrist and pulled him along.

"Let's see what we can do to trigger you memory," she stated as Hiccup tried to not fall over his own feet.

Right on their tail were Stormfly and Toothless. The black scaled dragon still had his mouth filled with fish and quickly swallowed it in one gulp. The group of two Vikings and two dragons got quite a bit of attention as they made their way through town. Not the good kind of attention, more like the 'drag your kid inside and curse whilst looking disapproving' kind.

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked not liking the whole go straight through the village walk.

"The one place you probably spend most of your life… at least as far as I know."

At last they entered some building and Hiccup was surprised to see the man that had slapped him hard on his back the other day. He was singing as he was hammering away on a piece of metal, which was slowly turning into a sword. Both Toothless and Stormfly were on high alert as they carefully walked around. Which was easier said than done, especially for Storfmfly.

"I haven't seen you this cheerful in years," Astrid said, making the blacksmith look up from his work with a big smile covering his face.

"I was already wondering when ya would drag him here," he grinned and dropped his work completely.

He walked over to Hiccup, but Toothless jumped in between, angrily growling at him to stay away with that ridiculous weapon hand.

"Oh calm down ya overgrown lizard. I would never harm Hiccup."

Toothless mouth was hanging open as the blacksmith looked insulted at him.

"_This_ is where you got your insults from?" the dragon asked and looked over to Hiccup, who shrugged as he had no idea what the dragon was talking about.

Gobber paid the dragons no further mind, surprising both Hiccup and Astrid as he didn't seem to be bothered by them like others. He simply passed Toothless and then Stormfly, who barely fit in the small area and felt highly uncomfortable being surrounded by deadly weapons. When he picked up a new weapon, a sword which was bent to the point it seemed unfixable, both dragons freaked out. Yet, again the blacksmith ignored them and walked back to the anvil, where he placed it down, before turning to look at Hiccup once more.

"Recognizing anything yet?" he asked him.

Hiccup shook his head, "should I?"

"Well ya were my apprentice. When ya weren't hanging around somewhere doing Thor knows what, ya would be here, helping me out. How 'bout ya give it a try, maybe it'll trigger ya memory," Gobber said and pointed to the sword on the anvil.

"Gobber, that sword looks beyond fixing," Astrid complained.

The words made Toothless perk up. He knew the name Gobber. Hiccup had told him a lot about the man. How he seemed the only one to really care about the boy. How he was willing to teach Hiccup and give him time to learn. How forgiving he was when Hiccup messed up badly, as in breaking things badly. He had always been there for Hiccup, Toothless knew. It was that knowledge that calmed the dragon. He turned his attention to his rider, pitying the boy. If only he could remember. Of all the people Hiccup left behind, Gobber was someone he had admitted to miss.

Hiccup simply stood there, staring at the anvil, not sure if he could do what Gobber wanted him to do. But Toothless knew this was something Hiccup could. In fact he was amazing at it, even if it was a weapon, Toothless had always thought it was amazing what Hiccup would make when forging.

When Hiccup kept on standing, looking indecisive, Toothless walked over to him and gave the boy a nudge.

"You can do this," he told the boy.

Even the words of Toothless didn't convince him as Hiccup studied the sword. It looked really beyond repairing, like Astrid just said.

"Alright, how about something simpler then," Gobber said as he looked around his forge to see find something simple for Hiccup to start with. It was Astrid who spoke up.

"How about sharpening my axe?" she said as she got the weapon from her back.

After Hiccup's words of calling the two dragons wimps, they didn't mind Astrid carrying around an axe she found out that morning. She had brought it along out of habit, but only once she had been in the air, helping her father locating and catching fish together with Stormfly, she had noticed it.

"That should be simple enough," Gobber needed agreeing and got the weapon from Astrid, pushing it in Hiccups hands.

For a moment the blacksmith looked surprised when Hiccup took it with ease and wasn't thrown out of balance or dropping it.

"Just be careful with it, it was my moms," Astrid said, sounding a little concerned about what could possibly happen to her axe.

Hiccup sighed and decided to just give it a try. He walked over to the whetstone, but before he started spinning it he studied the axe more detailed. To him something felt off and just to figure out he switched the axe from hand to hand, getting confused looks from the other Vikings in the room.

"It's unbalanced," he eventually said.

"Impossible, give me tha," Gobber said and did the same Hiccup had done, only he had to hook onto the axe, "well I… yur right."

"So I have been using an unbalanced axe for years?" Astrid asked a little baffled, "that explains why my aim is off with a different axe. I should tell mom."

"Should I still sharpen it?" Hiccup asked her and got a nod in return.

Just as Gobber had said, it was an easy task and one that really didn't take that long. In Hiccup's opinion anyone could do it. It was the fact that he could feel the axe was unbalanced that confirmed to him that was indeed skilled in this. He just didn't know how much. A few minutes later he handed the axe back to Astrid who studied it with care and seemed satisfied with what he had done. Gobber also seemed pleased, way too pleased for something so simple.

"It's good to have you back, Hiccup."

Hiccup had no idea what the man was talking about, so simply nodded as he was handed more weapons that needed sharpening. Not having something better to do, he did the task as he felt both Astrid and Gobber watching him. They were probably hoping this would trigger his memory and perhaps it should. Based on what Toothless said, forging was apparently something he often did, yet not a single memory surfaced. Aside from perhaps how to do this. How to feel if something is correct. When to stop with sharpening. It was his body that remembered things, just not him. The only memories that surfaced were the ones of what happened the past few days. How this man seemed happy when he saw him. How Astrid had dragged him to this Gobber person. It soon dawned on Hiccup that this blacksmith was probably the closest friend he had when he was living here.

After sharpening the fifth sword and handing it to Gobber, the man took it and placed it away without even looking at it.

"Follow me," Gobber said and walked to the back, disappearing through a small doorway that only had a piece of cloth covering it.

Hiccup followed him together with Astrid and found himself in a small backroom with a desk. A drawer was opened and Gobber pulled out a piece of paper, handing it over to him. He read and only understood why he had to read it once he had done so. It was he who wrote this short goodbye note, but again he could not remember this.

"This room was yurs," Gobber said, making Hiccup look up from the piece of paper, "it was filled with all sorts of drawings once. Things I never understood. You took them off right before you left. I found some burned paper in the fire later."

Once again he handed Hiccup a piece of paper. This time it didn't contain text, just drawings.

"This is Toothless," he said recognizing the details his dragon friend had.

"That's what I thought," Gobber smiled at him.

* * *

><p>Hiccup's mortal enemy; Astrid's door post. I think he's just trying to get his memory back by hitting his head. Seems to have no effect though... I'll shut up now<p> 
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><p><strong>Chapter 9 Where it comes together<strong>

Astrid was swinging around with her new axe, which felt very different compared to her old one. Not that she would ever part with her old axe, but finally knowing why her aim was off when using another axe made her really want to try out a good axe.

She studied the handy work once more and couldn't help but be amazed. Even without his memories, Hiccup had managed to create such a fine looking axe. Of course Gobber had helped him every now and then to make sure the axe would turn out right, but Astrid really wondered if Hiccup needed the help at all.

"I'm sorry, it's not that great," the boy next to her said, his eyes casted down to his feet as they both made their way back to Astrid's home.

"Not good? Hiccup, you managed to make this thinking it was the first time you ever made a weapon in your life," she argued, but it didn't seem like he was convinced it was amazing.

She let out a sigh, knowing he would probably not accept a compliment anyway, no matter what she was going to say. Instead she focused on her surroundings once more. People were avoiding her, whispering awful things. Some of them didn't even care to whisper, but said exactly what they thought of her, Hiccup and the two dragons that were following them. It hurt to hear people she had known her whole life and was friends with, now turned their back on her. So far for loyalty. Years of protecting them in raids was as though forgotten completely.

"Hey Astrid!" A voice called out, surprising her.

This particular voice, or rather the person it belonged to, had always annoyed her to no end, but today it seemed like a blessing for he was greeting her like he always had. She stopped in her tracks and pinpointed where it came from. Hiccup had stopped beside her and studied the one stopping in front of them.

"Hey Snotlout," she greeted in the most normal way she had ever greeted the boy in her entire life.

A frown covered his face as he looked at the two dragons right behind them. His hand was hovering over the hilt of his sword.

"So it is true," he said, "I heard stories of you having a dragon pet now. How can you be so sure it's not going to attack you?"

Astrid sighed, "they won't attack if you don't attack them, so please take your hand away from your sword."

His eyes traveled away from the dragons, back to her and then to Hiccup, although his hand was somewhat further away from his sword, he still looked ready to attack when needed. The frown still on his face. It made Astrid wonder if he knew it was his cousin. Soon after that thought she wondered if Snotlout saw Hiccup as a threat, after all Hiccup was to be chief. Now that Hiccup was alive, Snotlout's chances for chieftain were dwindling down. Of course Astrid knew there was no way Hiccup would remain here once he has regained his memories, but she was sure Snotlout didn't see things that way. Also with everyone acting the way they did, Hiccup's chances in becoming chief were much lower than Snotlout's actually.

To her surprise, or perhaps it shouldn't be, Snotlout returned his attention to her and noticed the new axe she was carrying.

"You walk around with two dragons tailing you yet you get yourself a new axe," he grinned, "you sure you don't feel a little bit of fear of them killing you when they see a chance for it."

"Me getting a new axe has nothing to do with the dragons," she glared, of course Snotlout would find a way to piss her off, why did she think of his normal approach as a blessing again?

"Tss, ya sure," he rolled his eyes and took the axe from her.

She was about to protest, but saw him do the same thing Hiccup did in the forge. He tossed it from one hand to another and studied it more detailed, looking surprised.

"Gobber improved it seems. Better craftwork than I have seen in a while," he mumbled.

Astrid's anger toward Snotlout complete disappeared and she let out a snort. Confusing both boys standing there. She stretched out her hand to Snotlout as sign she wanted the axe back. Confused he did so.

"I told you, it's good. Even Snotlout can see it," she grinned as she looked to Hiccup.

"He… he made that?" Snotlout uttered and looked from Astrid to Hiccup, his mouth open in astonishment, "are you sure you are my useless cousin?"

There it was. Snotlout knew it was Hiccup. And he just _had_ to add the useless part to it. Once again she was pissed off with the boy. Seriously, she really wondered how he did this. As for Hiccup, he just looked confused and didn't reply to Snotlout's question.

"Hiccup, this idiot here is Snotlout, you know… the guy Fishlegs mentioned yesterday. He's your cousin," Astrid said trying to not let her annoyance get the best of her.

"Oh! He must have talked about my amazing catch," Snotlout grinned proudly and jumped a little when he heard his father shout his name to get his ass over there.

"Coming dad!" he shouted back quickly, "well I have to go. I feel sorry for you being stuck to…" he gestured to Hiccup, "that. Be careful with those dragons. As for you Hiccup, lay off, she's mine got that?"

Without another word he ran off as Astrid resisted the urge to throw her new axe into his skull.

"I can tell from that we were the best buddies ever," Hiccup deadpanned, confusing Astrid, "pretty sure we played a lot, specifically target practice, me being the target."

Astrid couldn't help but snicker at that, but the moment she realized how true those words were, she stopped. It really was no laughing matter.

"So my cousin… are you sure? I don't see how we are related."

"I'm afraid I'm sure about that, Hiccup."

He shrugged as he mumbled "I can't choose family. He's out to kill me though."

Astrid chuckled a little as they continued their way to her home. After bringing the two dragons inside the barn, they entered the house where they were greeted with the smell of supper almost being done. It instantly made Astrid's stomach announce it wanted the food and fast. Her mother looked up from the pot with porridge and seemed wanting to say something, but her eyes landed on Astrid's axe.

"You got a new axe?" she ended up asking confused.

"Ya," Astrid answered and handed it to her mother, "what do you think?"

Ingrid let go of the ladle she was using to stir the porridge and took the axe, studying it with an eye of an expert. She was like Astrid and her husband very well trained on fighting with an axe.

"It looks really good, what am I saying, I haven't seen such a well-crafted axe in a while. I thought Gobber lost his touch."

"It wasn't Gobber who made this," Astrid said and looked over to Hiccup who had sat down at the table.

Ingrid saw her daughter looking over to him and realized what it meant.

"You made this?" she asked Hiccup, who nodded shyly.

"I don't remember anything of doing things like that, but Toothless said I was good in it and even though I don't remember, I somehow still know… if that makes any sense."

Ingrid nodded and handed the axe back to her daughter, "But why a new axe?"

"Ha, now here's a story you're going to like. Before Hiccup made this, I asked him to sharpen my axe as in the old one. He found out it was unbalanced," Astrid said and sat down at the table, smirking because of the stunned expression she had.

"That… really?" she asked and looked over to Hiccup who simply nodded, "right… now I understand why it felt like I had to completely start over when I got myself another axe."

After supper, Astrid helped her mother clean up while Hiccup was listening to her father going on about every little detail about an axe. Hiccup seemed genuinely interested even though he should know quite a lot about the details that were mentioned since he crafted the axe her father was using as example.

"It's a really well-crafted axe, Hiccup," Felman said as he let his fingers glide over the blade.

"That reminds me," Ingrid said as she dried her hands.

She disappeared into a cabinet they had built under the stairs, only to come back with a wooden crate. She placed it on the table and Astrid peered inside to see what it was. Hiccup did the same and both of them recognized the stuff inside the crate. Astrid because she had been watching him when those things were removed from his pockets. Hiccup because he saw them being taken from him, though he hadn't the slightest clue what all of it was.

"This is all yours, maybe some of it will help you remember," Ingrid said.

Hiccup took out some of the items and studied them. Yet the compass, the spyglass nor the pocket knife triggered a memory. The next he took out was a folded piece of paper, which he unfolded and unfolded and before he knew it the entire table was covered with paper. It was obvious it was a map. He searched for the place Toothless had said they were at; Berk. It was Astrid who found it though.

"Here's Berk," she said as she pointed a small island, "it looks so small compared to the rest. Did you go to all those places?"

Hiccup could only shrug and studied the map some more. He noticed many markings with numbers and wondered what they meant. Next to those unexplainable markings, there was plenty that the map told. It had writings in different languages, many details of the rivers, lakes, forests and mountains. Villages and cities were also very noticeable as well as borders.

"This map is incredible. It really makes one wonder where the edge of the world is," Felman grinned amazed.

"There isn't one, the world is like a ball," Hiccup commented as he had his eyes focused on the map.

He quickly noticed their eyes directed at him and then realized he once again seemed to remember a stupid little fact or perhaps idea that he had probably heard during his travels.

"Sorry, just some random thing that entered my mind," he ended up mumbling, "someone told me… I think."

"It's better than not remembering anything," Astrid commented to which he had to agree.

He folded the map back, while Felman took another item from the crate. He looked at it with a frown.

"This sword is way too light," he said studying it, "it would break when even trying to strike… well anything."

Astrid watched the sword, knowing it was the very weapon she had seen Hiccup holding on to when she found him back to the nest. It had been used to shed blood, to kill. While she agreed with her father on the light part, it was a very dangerous weapon.

Hiccup must have caught up on her thoughts, for he turned his head away from it an simply shrugged. He put all the items back into the crate and told Astrid to put it with the other things later on. Her parents didn't understand what he meant, so Astrid explained it to them.

"I don't want to end up hurting anyone," Hiccup said with a weak smile.

Felman and Ingrid seemed to understand and send the two to bed. Hiccup declined Ingrid's suggestion of continuing the bedtime story. After helping Gobber in the forge, his body was tired, so he was rather sure he would fall asleep much easier than last night. As he walked up the stairs after Astrid, he made suddenly came to a stop, making sure he wouldn't hit his head. Astrid let out a silent giggle as he did so and bid him goodnight.

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked in Dragonese as he followed his black scaled friend, almost falling over a branch. It was around midday and Toothless had suggested to go somewhere in the hopes Hiccup would get his memories back. So now two young Vikings and two dragons were tracking through the woods. It took a while, but when Hiccup was about to ask if they were there yet, Toothless beat him too it with saying they had arrived. The next moment he spread he wings in glided into nothingness it seemed. Hiccup, being quite far behind, quickly ran over and found out it was a cove. He sighed relieved his scaled friend was alright and searched for an easier way in. He wasn't going to jump and risk breaking something. After some walking around the edge he found a passage and slid down the dirt and gravel, almost bumping into a shield that seemed to be stuck. After studying the thing for a moment, he climbed over it, since he wouldn't fit going underneath it. With some athletics skill he didn't know he had he got hold on the shield, it didn't budge at all, and swing his legs over. It was then the shield fell down under his weight and took him with it. With a loud thud he fell down and grunted.

"You okay?" Astrid asked with a smirk covering her face.

"Ya, I totally meant to do that," he scoffed and got to his feet, "what's a shield doing here anyway?"

Astrid shrugged and entered the cove ahead of him. He sighed and followed her, whilst scolding himself for doing something stupid. Of course the shield would not hold his weight. What was he thinking? He just hoped he hadn't made too much of a fool of himself. Carefully he looked over to Astrid and noticed the frown on her face. He almost jumped when she suddenly turned around.

"Why did Toothless bring us here?" she asked.

"Uhm…" Hiccup let out and looked helplessly at Toothless who gave him a worried look back.

The dragon however didn't answer, instead it walked to the water and dove in. Hiccup shrugged when Astrid gave him a questionable look and they both walked to the edge of the small lake. It didn't take long for Toothless to emerge from the water. He shook himself dry once on land, making it rain on Astrid and Hiccup. He then dropped a small item in front of Hiccup, who kneeled down to pick it up.

"A knife? You brought us all the way here for a knife?" was all he could say as he studied the thing. It was a little rusty and the handle had the letter 'H' carved into it three times.

"It is your knife," Toothless said, making Hiccup look up from the object, "it's the one you used to free me from the ropes. I made you throw it away when you came to me with a fish."

Toothless sat down looking at the knife for a moment before looking around and Hiccup followed his gaze.

"This is where we became friends. Where you showed me you wouldn't hurt me, where you gave me the fake tailfin so I could fly again. Where you taught me what a smile was or drawing."

Astrid watched patiently as Toothless talked. She heard Hiccup switch to Dragonese as well. It was the same yet different compared to the last time the three of them were here. It had the same calm atmosphere between Hiccup and Toothless, yet she was not tied up this time or fearing for her life. At some point the boy looked over to her and looked as if he suddenly realized she was there as well. He opened his mouth, but Astrid shook her head.

"I don't need to know. It's you that needs to remember, not me."

He looked a little troubled by it, yet nodded. Astrid could guess why he was troubled by not translating everything, she simply stood there doing nothing after all.

"I'll let you two talk, I'll be up there, practicing with my new axe," she smiled at him and gestured to the path they had used to enter. Without giving him an moment to protest, she walked away. Once out the cove, she walked a little further and found a tree that would function as her victim. She got the new axe from her back and studied it for a moment, reminding herself that this axe was perfectly balanced whereas her old one was not. With that in mind she stood at the usual distance from the victim tree, threw it and… missed. Her aim had been completely off, the axe did land in a tree, just one to the right tree she aiming at. Sighing she got her axe and shortened the distance. Every time she missed the tree she would step closer to her target in the hopes that she would hit it. After about ten minutes she let out a frustrated growl and walked towards a tree further away where her axe had landed in the bark.

"It's like I'm back to square one completely," she muttered to herself and placed her hand on the handle of her axe as some images of her past self entered her mind.

It had been very frustrating to… suddenly her eyes widened as she stared at the axe. Remembering exactly what had happened back then.

_Frustrated she glared at the axe that had dropped right in front of her, well almost that is. She had tried to throw it at the target uncle Fin had made for her to practice. Instead, it had landed only an arm's length away from her and her arms really weren't that long, she was just five after all. _

_A whole week she had been trying, her uncle had helped her by telling her how she had to stand. Her mother had told her how to throw and how she had to figure out herself what the best time was to let go of it. Her father had explained how to hold the axe and where. None of it had helped so far, it would still land right in front of her feet. So close at points that she felt lucky she still had her toes. _

_ "Stupid axe," she mumbled and grabbed the handle._

_Not willing to lift it at all, she dragged it along as she went inside, where she dropped the weapon in the corner. Her father and uncle looked at her a little surprised, before they had to call her inside. _

_ "What's wrong, Astrid?" her father asked._

_ "The stupid axe. I want a sword!" she demanded as she glared at her father, who simply chuckled. _

_ "Gave up already?" uncle Fin asked with a smile._

_Astrid simply looked away stubbornly. _

_ "None of us learned how to wield an axe overnight, Astrid. You just need to practice some more. Do you want me to help you out?" her uncle continued._

_ "No! I don't want a stupid axe!" she shouted back frustrated and kicked the castle of blocks she had built and had been really proud of. So proud she had made a fuss over it when her mother had told her to put her toys away. Now it were simply blocks scattered across the floor again._

_A week went by in which she had been trying to convince her parents to get her a sword. Her begging, pleading, screaming and terrible temper had brought her no-where, except for a hit on her bottom when her mother got really mad at her attitude. _

_She gave up trying and went outside to look for some kids to play with or better yet, have a stick fight with. Stick are pretty much like swords after all, just less dangerous. She found a group if three boys and wanted to run over to them, but came to a stop when two of them were laughing and the other one frowning. However, she was close enough to follow their conversation._

_ "Are you sure he's your cousin?" one laughed._

_ "I think he's adopted," the second one smirked._

_The third one didn't really seem to know what to do exactly._

_ "I will lift it," he eventually said._

_It was then Astrid saw he was holding an axe, quite a big one too. He was desperately trying to lift, only to gain a red face and the other two boys laughing louder. When a big man approached the three, the two quickly stopped their laughter and instead looked a little afraid. Astrid had seen the man often, he was the chief after all._

_ "You shouldn't play with that son, it's dangerous."_

_Shocked, the boy holding the axe dropped it and looked around._

_ "Dad! I was…"_

_ "Come on, the Meatheads and Bog Burglars are here. I want you to meet their children."_

_Astrid saw the chief gently push the boy towards the great hall. Once they were out of sight the two boys who had been laughing dragged the axe along._

_ "They can't even lift it themselves, that was really unfair of them," she whispered to herself._

_It was the next day she met the boy who had been trying to lift the axe again. Well met… more like saw him from a distance. Her mother had brought her along to do some shopping, they needed fish, bread and some cloth and wool to make new clothes. Astrid had seen him with two kids. One boy, who was bigger and probably older, and one girl who was around the same size as the boy she had seen trying to lift the axe the day before. In fact, The three of them were dragging an axe along. _

_ "How are we supposed to lift this, it weighs ten thousand tons," the taller one of the two boys said. _

_ "How about we try to lift it together?" the girl proposed and the other two nodded agreeing._

_Astrid quickly looked over to her mother to make sure she was still busy with the guy selling her fish and discussing the price. Then she looked over to the three again, who now had their hands on the axe and were counting down. At the announcement of one, they lifted the axe with all their might and surprisingly managed to do so. Problem was, it surprised them just as much that by the time it was above their heads, they got in each other's way with their arms and let go. The axe however had enough momentum, flew through the air and landed on a pile of logs, which then started rolling down to the harbor, knocking people out of the way. Astrid saw fish fly through the air and heard people screaming. The three kids looked stunned._

_ "Uh-oh," the shorter boy said._

_ "Run," the larger one almost shouted and quickly the three ran off. _

_Astrid acted as if she had seen nothing. _

_Weeks went by before she saw the boy again. She and Ruffnut, a girl around her age who had rather crazy ideas making things all the more fun, had been playing in the woods. Well actually they had been scaring Ruffnut's twin brother Tuffnut. It was getting late so they said their goodbyes and Astrid dashed through the bushes. That was until she crashed into the boy, making them both fall down. _

_ "Are you both alright?" someone asked._

_Astrid looked around dazed, laying half over the one she crashed into. She recognizing him quickly, though this had been the first time she had seen him this close. She looked up to find the location the voice had come from and found an older man looking worried down at them. It took her a moment to realize who he was, the chief's father, Old Wrinkly._

_ "Ya, I'm fine," Astrid answered and got off the boy, to her feet._

_She helped the boy to his feet as well, giving him an apology to which he nodded. It was then she noticed a big axe the boy must have dropped when she ran into him. She couldn't believe he was still trying to lift it. He was reaching for it, but his grandfather stopped him._

_ "That's enough of this nonsense. This is an axe for an adult. Ask your father for one your size."_

_ "But he says it's dangerous," the boy mumbled._

_The old man sighed, picked up the axe and pushed the boy into the direction of the town. _

_ "First he lets Gobber make the smallest axe ever, for a baby to hold and now he won't let you get one fit for your size. Sometimes I really don't understand him." _

_She saw the boy glance over to the axe with a frown as if he were thinking 'once he places that thing down, I will try again'._

_The next day she was attempting to build another castle with the blocks, but her mind drifted back to yesterday. And, as her mind drifted, so did her gaze. She caught herself staring at her axe which she hadn't touched in weeks. Quickly she turned to look at her castle again, but it merely seemed like a pile of blocks. She got to her feet, grabbed the axe and went outside to the target that was still there behind their house. _

_ "I thought you gave up," a familiar voice said after a while of frustrated trying to hit the target._

_Astrid looked around and found her uncle smiling at her._

_ "I didn't, I took a break," she said back as she looked back to the target and threw the axe._

_Unfortunately it had the same outcome as before. It stayed that way for another three days and frustrated she dropped down glaring at the axe and then at the target. Behind her she heard her father and uncle, doing whatever it was they were doing. It sounded like they were fixing the leak in the roof. Astrid kept on sitting and glaring at the axe until her uncle once again approached her._

_ "Astrid," he started, but was cut short when she stated a very loud 'no'. _

_The man ignored her stubborn and childish behavior, she was a five year old Viking after all, and continued what he wanted to say._

_ "Your father wants you inside, it's time for supper."_

_ "I'm not going inside until I managed to throw my axe further than the length of my arms."_

_ "With glaring at it, it won't go anywhere," he uncle chuckled. _

_ "I'm thinking!"_

_ "Oh?" _

_Uncle Fin kneeled down next to her, "What are you thinking about then?"_

_ "What I am doing wrong," she mumbled. _

_He nodded understanding, "That is good, but you can do that while eating supper."_

_ "No, I'm not moving!"_

_Her uncle disagreed and picked her up, much to her annoyance. She tried to wiggle her way out of his arms, but instead got placed on her seat at the dining table. She glared at her uncle when he locked the door with the lock that was too high for her to reach. Not admitting defeat she threw a tantrum and refused to eat at all. Something she regretted later when she was sent to bad without food, while she actually was hungry. _

_Astrid gaped at the axe. She had done it! She threw it further than before, in fact it was almost halfway. Sure she still had a long way to go, but she started to get the hang of this. Still baffled about her achievement she tried to remember what she did that it got this far and then realized that she had let it go a bit earlier than before. Quickly she got her axe again and tested her thoughts which were proven true. Although it was still far from the target, it was an improvement. Now she just needed to practice in how much strength to put into it._

_Her uncle smiled at her when he passed by with a basket of fish. He placed it down and watched her for a while. _

_ "That's quite an improvement, Astrid," he said._

_Astrid could only smile at that and got her axe._

_ "I'm glad you didn't give up. Though I am curious what made you so determined so suddenly?"_

_He gave her a questioning look._

_ "Some boy… he was trying to lift a very big axe, but even when he was told it was for an adult, he looked like he still wanted to lift it," Astrid explained and got back in position. _

_With her tongue sticking out and both hand on her axe she gave it a swing with all the force she could muster. It landed a little bit further than the last time. _

_ "A boy? What's his name?"_

_ "I don't know, but the chief called him son," she answered and went to get her axe._

_ "Oh, you mean Hiccup."_

_Astrid looked at him. So that was the boy's name. She gave her uncle a nod. _

_She really hated her axe. She really REALLY hated it. Whenever she threw it, it would always land way more to the left then she had aimed. She was certain she aimed it well. Really certain, so why was it going so far to the left?!_

_Growling a little she collect the weapon and tried again. She got this close, there was no way she was going to give up now._

_Weeks of trying turned into months, and eventually she got the hang of it. Her distance to the target was still relatively short, but that was her new practice material. To get a further aim. By now she was six years old and she was very confident with her abilities. Perhaps a little too confident when she ran after her uncle when the flightmare attacked. He sent her back of course and her mother quickly pushed her inside._

_ "This is no fight for a child, Astrid," her mother said when she looked a little disappointed, "don't worry, one day you will fight dragons too."_

_Astrid nodded with a sad sigh. It wasn't until the next morning when she didn't see her uncle in his usual spot at the table for breakfast, for he would always come over to eat with them, she discovered a feeling she had never felt before, something to really be sad about. Her father had pulled her close with tears in his eyes and told her what had happened to his brother, her uncle. He was gone and would never return._

_Death wasn't new to Astrid, Berk was constantly attacked by dragons, of course there were casualties, but it had never been close to her. In the days after, when going outside with her father, she couldn't believe how people made fun of her uncle. How they called him fearful instead of fearless. It frustrated her to no end. She would avenge him she thought as her hold on her axe tightened._

"Astrid?"

Astrid looked around surprised and saw Hiccup looking a little worried. Behind him was Toothless.

"Are you alright? You were just standing there," he asked.

She looked back at the axe. The one he made. It was probably around the same size as the one he had tried to throw, but instead had dragged when he was a kid. She yanked it out of the tree. All this time it was because of him she was wielding an axe.

"Ya, I'm fine. Just remembered something, that's all. Got any of your memories back?"

He got a forlorn look and shook his head, "I'm afraid not."

She let out a soft sigh, disappointed that he still could not remember who he was. She had hoped where he had met Toothless would trigger at least something. All of a sudden he looked distressed and looked around.

"Where's that voice coming from?" he asked.

Astrid frowned, she hadn't heard anything. Had she missed it? She remained quiet, attempting to pick up any voice.

"There it is again," Hiccup said slightly panicked.

She hadn't missed it, because she wasn't hearing anything.

"What voice? I don't hear anything," she said, only adding to his troubled state.

She heard Toothless grumble as he was shaking his head and then rubbing it with his paws. Whatever it was the dragon had said, Hiccup paled instantly. Alerted to this, Astrid asked Hiccup what Toothless had said.

"Th-the queen is giving commands in her s-sleep," he uttered softly.

The sheer terror was written all over his face and it worsened when it seemed like the queen was speaking again. How could she not hear anything at all? Not even a soft roar far in the distance. No there was nothing at all. Was it just in Hiccup's head?

His terror disappeared all of a sudden and was replaced with something that was a mix between confusion and annoyance. He looked around and his eyes landed on her. This quick change of behavior startled Astrid and put her on high alert. Especially when a smirk appeared on his face.

"It's seems your sting tail friend isn't here to protect you this time."

For a moment Astrid didn't dare to breathe as her biggest fear, Hiccup becoming the queen's slave once more, had come true. Her luck was that he was unarmed, unlike her, though with her current aim with this axe it wasn't going to help her much. Next to that she didn't want to hurt him. She threw her axe in some random direction away from them, being useless anyway at the moment and she really didn't want Hiccup to get his hands on it. Hiccup eyed the weapon with interest, but Astrid launched herself on him, causing them both to fall. They ended up in a struggle in which Hiccup once again proved to be the stronger one, much to her frustration. Forgetting about not hurting him, she landed a well-aimed kick in his stomach to get him off her. He rolled off with a grunt, but got up just as quickly as her, though holding his stomach still in pain.

"You'll regret that," he growled lowly.

Astrid managed to catch his fist when he tried to punch her, but the next one she could only block. It was sure to leave a bruise the next day. The third one was stopped in a way she hadn't expected and she wasn't sure if it was meant to stop the punch when a plasma blast landed between the two of them. They both jumped back in time. For a ten good seconds she thought Toothless was going to blast her to pieces or rip her apart, but instead the dragon stood in front of her, defending her.

The human skinned stared at his partner in disbelieve.

"How dare you," he snarled at him, "defending that human?! Why?"

"This isn't who you are Hiccup, stop it!" the shadow of the night growled lowly at him.

"You too?"

He couldn't believe this. Why was his partner giving him this name now too? No matter, he had to find a way to get back to the queen and inform her about the shadow of the night's betrayal.

"You are Hiccup! She's showing you who you are! You are not a dragon, Hiccup, you are human!"

The human skinned blinked at this.

"Who I am? A human?" he started chuckling for it sounded ridiculous.

It made the human frown at him.

"What's next? You telling me about my destiny or something?" he spat and for the fun of it he decided to make the human understand this as well so he spoke her language, "stop fooling around. Are you going to betray the queen?"

The shadow of the night growled at him, too soft to understand what he was saying, but the human skinned had enough of the nonsense. He ran off in the direction of the axe. Unfortunately his partner didn't agree with that and blasted so he had to change his course quite often. Then the woman jumped onto his back, making him tumble forward. Letting out a grunt he looked around to find the axe, which was close but not close enough. Just like on the boat she was holding him in a tight position… wait, why weren't they on a boat but on land? How did he get here?

He quickly shook the questions from his mind, having no time to think about the answer. With his foot he push against a tree, making her loose balance and took that opportunity to gain the upper hand in this weird battle.

Astrid tried very hard to keep a calm mind as he was using the environment to his advantage. He was now half hovering over her with his hands tight around her wrists, pushing her down. With her leg she tackled him, making him land half on top of her. There had to be some way of getting him out of this state of mind, but what? She had to do something reckless, something he would never expect. Something that would stop him thinking of anything at all.

An image of her parents came to her mind and she shuddered. As if that would work, she thought and saw him get to his feet and go in the direction of the axe again. Quickly she rolled over, got hold of his ankle and pulled him down once more. He landed with a loud thud and tried to reach the axe, but she was just in time to pull him closer to her. He rolled over and tried kicking her, but she ducked in time, though did let go of him. Just when he tried reaching the axe again, it was Toothless that came to her rescue once more. He fired near Hiccup's hand, who quickly pulled back. The dragon then picked up the axe with his mouth, giving Hiccup a low growl.

He snarled something at him in frustration and got to his feet. Then he spun around, looking at her with a furious look. Quickly she jumped to her feet and barely managed to dodge his fist. She quickly changed her mind on the most ridiculous idea that had crossed her mind moments earlier. With a quick movement she gabbed Hiccup's tunic with both her hands and pushed him against the tree that was two steps next to him. Not giving him a moment to even think of where to hit her next, she pressed her lips against his. The effect was instant, he stiffened in surprise and then completely relaxed. What he didn't do was pushing her away. Instead he kissed her back. It startled her, but she didn't back away. She felt his hand on hers, caressing it, which made her loose her grip on his tunic as her heart skipped a beat. His other hand gently touched her cheek, sending shivers throughout her body. Good shivers, ones she had never felt before. Her body acted out of its own as her hands traveled form his chest to behind his neck.

It was by the time she needed air, Astrid realized what she had been doing and quickly stepped away from him. He blinked a few times, looking confused, but he was clearly blushing as well.

"How… did we get here?" he asked as he looked around and then studied her and himself.

They both were covered in leafs and dirt.

Okay what in Thor's name was that?! She hadn't heard his question, her mind too focused on what just had happened. Just thinking about it made her face heat up. That hadn't gone as expected at all. Not that she had expected anything, well aside from being pushed away, but that hadn't even happened. What happened was… was… oh Thor she had been making out with Hiccup! Okay, calm down girl, she told herself, it was not as bad as what your parents do. Still what the heck had she been thinking kissing him sounded like a good option. Though… it had the desired outcome, he was back to his senses… and he was pretty good with kissing, so much that she hadn't backed away, but kept on kissing him. Okay, no stop! The only comparison you have is that idiot Snotlout that managed to kiss you for a split second last year.

She jumped when two hands were on her cheeks and suddenly looked straight at Hiccup. It made her heart race.

"How did we get here?" he asked her.

She got hold on his hands to lower them as she drifted her look away from. She didn't want to scare him even more than he had already been, but he had to know.

"The queen managed to get control over you," she muttered and actually heard him stop breathing for a moment.

Because she was still holding his hands, she felt him step away from her, which made her look up.

"Y-you should t-turn me," he stuttered sounding scared.

Astrid shook her head, "No, if I do that, then Toothless and Stormfly will be killed and the both of us will be banished. Calm down, we managed to get you back."

Astrid's words didn't calm him down. She pinched in his hands, telling him it was going to be fine. Of course Hiccup didn't want Toothless or Stormfly to pay for his failure, nor did he want Astrid to be banished, but he felt like a danger to everyone on this island.

"Next time try to ignore the voice, also tell me so we can prepare a little," she continued, "you didn't have any weapons so all we have is some bruises from kicking and hitting each other."

"Kicking… is that why my stomach hurts?" he asked.

She nodded as answer and let go of his hands so to brush of the dirt and leafs. Hiccup looked over to Toothless, who dropped Astrid's axe near the girl and then smirked at him.

"Wh-what?" he asked the dragon in Dragonese.

"Nope, not telling. Let's move to the next place to attempt to get your memories back."

With that Toothless walked off. Astrid soon followed him.

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked as he dashed over to the two.

"To the hill with what you call dragon nip."

"You just want to roll around in it, don't you," Hiccup asked deadpanned.

The dragon didn't reply, just smirked.

* * *

><p>So as I said at the top, I made some changes. In the series Old Wrinkly is Valka's father. Stoick's father was well... ruthless. For the purpose of the story I went with Old Wrinkly being Stoick's father and Valka's father... not mentioned. He plays no role.<p>

As for 5 year old Astrid, my inspiration comes from my 5 year old (half) brother who's a little brat that throws tantrums when he's not getting what he wants. I love though, just glad I live on my own so I don't have to deal with him all the time. I'm at fault too, I spoil him too much.


End file.
